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AUTHOR’S PREFACE.

SypNeY Smita’s Life: he who opens this book under
the expectation of reading in it curious adventures,
important transactions, or public events, had better
close the volume, for none of these things will he find
therein.

Nothing can be more thoroughly private and event-
less than the narrative I am about to give; yet I feel
myself, and I have reason to believe there are many who
will feel with me, that this Life is not therefore unin-
teresting or unimportant: for, though circumstances
over which my father had no control forbade his ta-
king that active share in the affairs of his country, for
which his talents and his character so eminently fitted
him, yet neither circumstances nor power could sup-
press these talents, or subdue and enfeeble that cha-
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racter ; and I believe I may assert, without danger of
contradiction, that by them, and the use he has made
of them, he has earned for himself a place amongst
the great men of his time and country.

Such being the case, however, his talents, and the
employment of them, are alone before the world. This
is but half the picture; and these very talents, and
the use he has made of them, make me believe that
few who have known so much do not wish to know
more.

The mode of life, the heart, the habits, the thoughts
and feelings, the conversation, the home, the occupa-
tions of such a man,—all, in short, which can give
life ‘and reality to the picture,—are as yet wanting;
and it is to endeavour to supply this want that I have
ventured to undertake this task.

It is always more difficult to write the life of a pri-
vate than of a public man. There are many things
likewise which make that of my father a peculiarly
difficult one to delineate; and I should shrink from
the task I have undertaken, from the fear of not doing
it justice, had not death made such fearful havoc
- amongst his early contemporaries, and those best fitted
to do justice to his memory; and age, business, or

.hcalth, placed insuperable obstacles in the way of all
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those abler pens which both my mother and I had
once hoped might undertake it.

I therefore, from these causes, and in accordance
with my mother’s most earnest desire, repeated in her
will, that some record of his virtues should be written,
venture to give to the public these recollections of
my father, which I had previously been collecting for
some years solely for myself and my children, together
with numerous contributions from various friends.

With these materials, illustrating the selection of
his letters, which my friend Mrs. Austin has kindly
undertaken to edit, I trust to lay before the public
such a record of my father’s character, as a son, a
clergyman, a father, a husband, and a friend, as may
be deemed by them not unworthy of the reputation
he has already acquired for talent and honesty by his
writings. '

If I succeed, I shall have accomplished the object I
have most at heart. If I fail, I trust that with many
my motive will be some excuse; and that they will
attribute it to the inability and inexperience of his
advocate, and not to the weakness of the cause.

In giving these annals of my father’s life, the ob-
ject has been, as much as possible, to make him speak
for himself, even where (as in some few instances) a
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portion of them have already appeared before the
public; as these extracts serve to weave together the
rest of the narrative, and are of course far better than
anything I could put in their place.

The points which can alone justify the publication
of these recollections and letters are, that they shall
neither hurt the living, injure the dead, nor impair the
reputation of their author. These objects we have en-
deavoured most strenuously to keep in view. There
is little in the whole work that could give pain, even
if every particular were understood. Most of the
persons alluded to have been long since dead, and
the allusions forgotten. Yet, should there be, in either-
the letters or the narrative, any anecdote accidentally
preserved which may meet the eye of those who,
from intimacy with him, or from having been present
at the scene described, could lift the veil that has been
purposely thrown over it, let me here entreat them,
if they loved my father in life, and honour his me-
mory in death, never, by their explanations, to make
the pen of Sydney Smith do in death what it never
did in life,—inflict undeserved pain on any human
being.

I must add, with respect to the letters collected from

various sources, that it is a remarkable fact, as testi-
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fying the estimation in which my father was held by
his contemporaries, that there are among them many
small notes merely containing some trifling message
or an invitation to dinner; things without the slight-
est merit or value in themselves, yet carefﬁlly folded
up, dated, and preserved with the greatest care for
years by those who had received them from him. This
little trait speaks, I think, volumes. From these let-
ters Mrs. Austin has selected those most calculated
to interest the reader, or in any way to illustrate my
father’s feelings and character, without special refer-
ence to their talent only.

It will be seen in the narrative, and, in justice
to my father, it ought not to be forgotten, that he
entered the Church out of consideration for, apd in
obedience to, the wishes of his father ; and like his
friend, Dr. Stanley, Bishop of Norwich, with a strong
natural bias towards another profession ; so that, in his '
passage through life, he had often to exercise control
over himself, and to make a struggle to do that which
is comparatively easy to those who have embraced
their profession from taste and inclination alone.

But having entered the Church from a sense of
duty, I think the narrative will show that he made
duty his guide through life ;—that he honoured his
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profession, and was honoured in it by tliose who had
the best opportunities. of observing him ;—that, ever
ready to perform its humblest duties, he gathered (as
he says) from the study of the Bible, that the highest
duty of a clergyman was to calm religious hatreds,
and spread religious peace and toleration ;——that in
this labour of love he exerted himself from early
youth to the hour of his death ;—and that he dreaded,
as the greatest of all evils, that the “ golden chain,”
which he describes as “ reaching from earth to hea-
ven,” should be injured either by fanaticism or scep-
ticism. Thus, lending himself to no extremes and no
party in the Church, he endeavoured through life to
guard religion simple and pure, as we received it from
the hand of God, and as it is taught in that Church
to which he belonged.

It now only remains for me to express my thanks
to those who have aided my task by their contribu-
tions, which I should gladly have done by name, had
they not been too numerous. But it has been deeply
gratifying to my feelings, and has given me courage to
proceed, to find that all my father’s oldest friends have
been eager to assist me in my task, and have all, with
very few exceptions, contributed something towards
it. I trust thcy may not think I have misused their
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gifts, and, for the sake of the father, will receive with
indulgence the efforts of his daughter to do fresh
honour to his memory by chronicling his virtues. .

This slight sketch of my father’s life has passed
through the ordeal of his private friends, and has
been pronounced by them to present a faithful pic-
ture of his habits and character. The subject of it
is of course so deeply interesting to me, that I can
form no estimate of what it may be to others; but I
am encouraged by these friends to believe that the
life of an honest man honestly told, can never be
without some value and interest to every one. In de-
ference therefore to their opinions I now offer this
Memoir to the public, with some additions and such
corrections as I have been able to make; though I
fear there may still remain many errors as to time, in-
evitable in a narrative written (as this is chiefly) from
memory, and with but few data to guide me.

I do not however, I confess, offer this Memoir to
the public without some anxiety ; not from the fear of

any honcst opposition to my father’s opinions, or cen-
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sure of the imperfect manner in which I may have
performed my task : these are of course open to criti-
cism, and are fair and honourable objects of attack.
But I am aware how easily the frank and fearless,
because innocent, expressions of my father’s conver-
sation may be misunderstood and misrepresented, or
the private feelings of my friends wounded, should
there be any one ungenerous enough to do so. I will
however trust that, as this Memoir has been written
with the most earnest desire to tell the truth, but
in doing so to avoid giving just cause of pain to any
one, I shall meet with equal delicacy from the pub-
lic; and shall find that any angry feelings which the
bold, undisguised expression of my father’s opinions
during life may have formerly excited in the world,
have been long since forgotten, or are buried in the
grave of him whose loss I (may I not rather say, we
all ?) lament.
S. H.
London, May, 1855.
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THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH.

CHAPTER 1.

BIRTHAND FAMILY.—FATHER.—PROFESSION.—MARRIAGE OF FATHER.
~—~MOTHER.—S8IR I8AAC NEWTON.—S8CHOOL.—EARLY PECULIARI-
TIES.—~TALLEYRAND,~—COLLEGE.—GOE8 TO NORMANDY.—PROFES-
SION.—CURATE ON SALISBURY PLAIN.—~MARRIES HI18 BROTHER.—
BECOMES TUTOR TO MR. BEACH.—GORS TO EDINBURGH.

My father, the Rev. Sydney Smith, was born at Wood-
ford, in Essex, 1771, the second of four brothers and
one sister, all remarkable for their talents; the two
eldest eminently so. To these talents, as well as to
his great animal spirits, he had an hereditary right ;
for my grandfather, Mr. Robert Smith, was a man
of singular natural gifts; very clever, odd by nature,
but still more odd by design. Loving to astonish, and
fully aware that knowledge is power, he employed
the activity of a very sagacious mind, through a long
and varied life, in acquiring a minute acquaintance
with the history of all he came in contact with. On
becoming early his own master, by the death of his
father, and possessed of some money, my grandfather
VOL. I. B
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employed all the early part of life (having first married
a very beautiful girl, from whom he parted at the
church-door, leaving her with her mother, Mrs. Olier,
till his return from America) partly in wandering over
the world for many years; and partly in diminishing
his fortune by buying, altering, spoiling, and then
selling about nineteen different places in England ; till,
in his old-age, he at last settled at Bishop’s Lydiard,
in Somersetshire, where he died.

My grandfather was a very handsome and pictu-
resque old man when I knew him ; his hair long, thin,
and perfectly white, and his figure slight and rather
bent. To add to the effect of his appearance and man-
ner, he used to affect the drab-coloured dress of a Qua-
ker, with a large flap hat, rather like those of our coal-
heavers. This hat was so extraordinary in form, and had
seen 8o many years’ service, that when at last he offered
its remains to his old factotum Charles, who was dig-
ging in his garden, the man, after twisting and twirl-
ing it round and round for some time, and examining
its proportions, returned it to him with a broad grin,
saying, “ No, thank your honour, it’s no use to I.” I
remember him sitting in his arm-chair basking in the
sun, leaning forward on his crutch-stick, a fine study
for Rembrandt ; and telling this story of his favourite
hat till the tears ran down his cheeks with laughter.

But though the sons inherited talent from their
father, yet all the finer qualities of their mind they
derived from their mother, Miss Maria Olier,—the
youngest daughter of a French emigrant, from Lan-
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guedoc, who was driven over to England for his reli-
gious principles, at the Revocation of the Edict of
Nantes, and was reduced to great poverty in conse-
quence. His eldest daughter, Miss Olier, a woman of _
much intelligence and energy of character, established
a school for young ladies in Bloomsbury-square, which
acquired considerable celebrity under her direction,
and thus enabled her to contribute to the support of
her family. My father used to attribute a little of his
constitutional gaiety to this infusion of French blood.
His maternal grandfather, Mr. Olier, I have heard,
could not speak a word of English. He married a
Miss Barton, who was a collateral descendant of Sir
Isaac Newton’s, through his mother’s second marriage,
—a very distinguished ancestor to possess, and one
not to be lightly passed over.*

My grandmother, Mrs. Robert Smith, Mr. Olier’s
youngest daughter, had (I have been told, for I never
saw her) a noble countenance, which two of her sons
inherited, and # noble a mind. To her early care of
them, and to the respect with which her virtues and
high tone of feeling inspired their young hearts, may
be ascribed much that was good and great in their
characters. The charm of her mind and manner ex-

* At the moment of going to prees, I learn from Sir David Brew-
ster (now engaged on a Life of Sir Isaac Newton) that there is an
error in the pedigree inserted in my first edition. In deference to
his superior kmowledge I therefore omit it; but I feel sure he will
excuse me for still retaining a tradition so long preserved in owr
family, till I have had more time than I can command at present
to investigate the subject.

B 2
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tended even to her correspondence. I heard a singu-
lar proof of this the other day, from a schoolfellow of
my father’s, who said that when he or his younger
brother Courtenay received one of her letters at Win-
chester, the schoolboys would often gather round and
beg to hear it read aloud. Her influence, however,
did not remain to them very long in after-life. Deli-
cate ;—with a husband who, though delightful from the
charm of his manner and powers of conversation to
the world, was not very well suited to domestic life,
from his wandering habits;—and with the natural
anxiety of a mother about four such sons, often left for
long periods entirely to her care and guidance, she
fell into ill-health while still young and beautiful, and,
to the deep regret of all who knew her, died about
two years after the marriage of my father.

This reminds me of an anecdote of Talleyrand,
who, when living as an emigrant in this country, was on
very intimate terms with her eldest son, Robert, more
generally known by the name given him by his school-
fellows at Eton, of Bobus. The conversation turned
on the beauty often transmitted from parents to their
children. My uncle, who was singularly handsome
(indeed I think I have seldom seen a finer specimen
of manly beauty, or a countenance more expressive of
the high moral qualities he possessed), perhaps with
a little youthful vanity, spoke of the great beauty of
his mother; on which Talleyrand, with a shrug and
- & sly disparaging look at his fine face, as if he saw
nothing to admire in it, exclaimed, “ Ah! mon ami,
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c’était donc apparemment Monsieur votre pére qui
n’était pas bien.”

The peculiarities and talents of the young Smiths
were very early evinced. Their mother describes them
as neglecting games; seizing every hour of leisure for
study; and often lying on the floor, stretched over
their books, discussing with loud voice and most vehe-
ment gesticulation, every point that arose,—often sub-
jects above their years,—and arguing upon them with
a warmth and fierceness as if life and death hung upon
the issue ;—a most interesting and curious spectacle,
to a mother justly proud of her boys, and rejoicing in
these signs of their future distinction.

They were like young athletes, constantly trying
their intellectual strength against each other; “and
the result,” I have heard my father say, “ was to make
us the most intolerable and overbearing set of boys
that can well be imagined, till later in life we found
our level in the world.”

As his sons were so nearly of an age, Mr. Robert
Smith deemed it advisable to separate them at school
as much as possible, that there might not be too strong
rivalry between them. Robert, the eldest, with Cecil,
the third son, were therefore sent to Eton; where
Robert distinguished hinself greatly, and was one of
the four boys (he was then only eighteen) who wrote in
the ‘ Microcosm;’ Mr. Canning, Mr. Frere, and Mr.
John Smith, being the other three.

From Eton he went to King’s College, Cambridge,
where (says a sketch of him written, I believe, by his
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friend Lord Carlisle, after his death,) “ he added ma-
terially to the reputation for scholarship and classical
composition which he had cstablished at school; and
if the most fastidious critics of our day would dili-
gently peruse the three triposes which he composed
in Lucretian rhythm, on the three systems of Plato,
Descartes, and Newton, we believe that we should
not run the least risk of incurring the charge of exag-
geration, in declaring that these compositions in Latin
verse have not been excelled since Latin was a living
language. Be this said with the peace of Milton and
Cowley, with the peace of his fellow-Etonians, Grey
and Lord Wellesley.”

My father was sent as early as six years of age to a
school at Southampton, (kept by the Rev. Mr. Marsh,
a scholar of some celebrity,) which he always spoke
of with pleasure. Whilst there he received much
kindness from the family of the present Lady Mild-
may, whose friendship he retained from that time, and
who still survives her old friend. From thence he was
sent, with his youngest brother, Courtenay, to the
foundation at Winchester ;—a rough and dangerous
apprenticeship to the world for one so young; from
which Courtenay ran away twice, unable to bear it.
My father suffered here many years of misery and
positive starvation. There never was enough provided,
even of the coarsest food, for the whole school, and the
little boys were of course left to fare as they could.
Even in old-age he used to shudder at the recollec-
tions of Winchester, and I have heard him speak with
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horror of the wretchedness of the years he spent there :
the whole system was then, my father used to say, one
of abuse, neglect, and vice. It has since, I believe, par-
taken of the general improvement of education. How-
ever, in spite of hunger and neglect, he rose in due
time to be Captain of the school, and, whilst there,
received, together with his brother Courtenay, a most
flattering but involuntary compliment from his school-
fellows, who signed a round-robin,* * refusing to try
for the College prizes if the Smiths were allowed to
contend for them, as they always gained them.” He
used to say, ‘I believe, whilst a boy at school, I made
above ten thousand Latin verses, and no man in his
senses would dream in after-life of ever making ano-
ther. So much for life and time wasted!”

At school my father was not only leader in learning,
but in mischief; and was discovered inventing a cata-
pult by lamp-light, and commended for his ingenuity
by the master, who little dreamt it was intended to
capture a neighbouring turkey, whose well-filled crop
had long attracted the attention, and awakened the de-
sires, of the hungry urchins. In after-life he was fond
of telling an incident which happened to him when
either at Winchester or Oxford, I am not sure which.
. A friend who was making a tour, wrote in great dis-
tress, asking him to lend him five guineas. He had
but four, which he was conveying himself to the post,
much lamenting he had not the sum wanted; when
he suddenly saw shining on the high-road before him

* To Dr. Warton, then Head Master or Warden of Winchester.
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another guinea, and no owner being to be found to
claim it, he with joy enclosed it in another cover to
his friend.

I have heard my father speak of one of the first
things that stimulated him in acquiring knowledge.
A man of considerable eminence, whose name I can-
not recall, found my father reading Virgil under a tree,
when all his schoolfellows were at play. He took the
book out of his hand, looked at it, patted the boy’s
head, gave him a shilling, and said, “Clever boy!
clever boy ! that is the way to conquer the world.”
This produced a strong impression on the young
Sydney. Whilst at Winchester he had been one year
Preepositor of the College, and another, Praepositor of
the Hall. My father left Winchester, as Captain, for
New College, Oxford ; where, as such, he was entitled
to a Scholarship, and afterwards to a Fellowship. New
College was chiefly then renowned for the quantity of
port-wine consumed by the Fellows ; but the very slen-
der income allowed him by his father, perhaps luckily
for his health, did not permit him to indulge in such
habits. As my father was too proud to accept what
he could not return, he lived much out of society, and
thus lost one of the advantages of College to a poor
man—that of making private friends.

Soon after quitting Winchester, and before he be-
came a Fellow of New College, his father sent him to
Mont Villiers, in Normandy, where he remained en
pension for six months, to perfect his knowledge of
French, which he always after spoke with great flu-
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ency. The fierceness of the French Revolution was
then at its height; and for his safety it was thought
necessary that he should enrol himself in one of the
Jacobin Clubs of the town, in which he was entered
as “Le Citoyen Smit, Membre Affilié au Club des
Jacobins de Mont Villiers.” The only revolutionary
peril he encountered, however, was in attending his
two friends, Captain Drinkwater and his brother, to
Cherbourg. These gentlemen, who were excellent
~ draughtsmen, began sketching the works in spite of
my father’s remonstrances, who said, “We shall all
be infallibly hung on the next lantern-post, if you are
seen.” And in truth, in a few minutes they had a
gendarme upon them ; and it required all my father’s
skill, address, and knowledge of the language, with a
few good-humoured jokes, and boasts of his own citi-
zenship, to extricate himself and his friends. When
clear off—* And now, my friends, no more sketching,
if you please,” said he.

I know little of my father’s career at College, save
that he obtained his Fellowship as soon as it was pos-
sible; and from that moment was cast upon his own
resources by his father, who never afterwards gave
him a farthing till his death. Yet with this small in-
come, about £100 per annum, he not only preserved
that honesty, so often disregarded by young men, of
keeping out of debt; but undertook to pay a sum of
£30 for a debt incurred when at Winchester School
by his younger brother Courtenay, who had not had
courage to confess it to his father before his departure
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for India. Courtenay became Supreme Judge of the
Adawlut Court ; subsequently made a very large for-
tune ; acquired great reputation as a Judge and an
Oriental scholar; returned to this country in his old
age, and died suddenly a few years afterwards.

On leaving College it became necessary that my
father should select a profession. His own inclina-
tions would have led him to the Bar, in which profes-
sion he felt that his talents promised him success and
distinction, and where a career was open to him that
might gratify his ambition. But his father, (who had
been at considerable expense in bringing up his eldest
brother Robert to that profession, and fitting out the
other two for India,) after giving up a project he once
had of sending Sydney as supercargo to China, urged
so strongly his going into the Church, that my father,
after considering the subject deeply, felt it his duty
to yield to my grandfather’s wishes, and sacrifice his
own, by entering the Church; and became a curate
in a small village called Netherhaven, in the midst of
Salisbury Plain, in the year 1794.

Sydney Smith, a curate in the midst of Salisbury
Plain! To those who knew him, and his cast of cha-
racter, the mere statement of the fact will be enough
to paint his feelings; but to those who knew him
not, it would be difficult to express the famine of the
mind that came over him when planted in that great
waste of Nature. He has himself described a curate
as “ the poor working-man of God—a learned man in
a hovel, good and patient—a comforter and a teacher



MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH. 11

—the first and purest pauper of the hamlet; yet
showing that, in the midst of worldly misery, he has
the heart of a gentleman, the spirit of a Christian, and
the kindness of a pastor.”

This picture can hardly be heightened, as descrip-
tive of a curate in the abstract. But here was a curate
formed, by his wit and powers of conversation, for the
society of his fellow-creatures, doomed to the most un-
broken solitude ; and, pauper as he was, with scarcely
a hamlet to interest him, for the village consisted but
of a few scattered cottages and farms, in the midst of
Salisbury Plain.

My father seems to have entered into his curacy, as
he did into his parsonage-house at Foston afterwards,
amidst the discomforts of brick and mortar, and with
new-plastered walls, etc.; for he writes, saying, “ The
extreme heat of the summer has dried the walls, and
the smell of paint is nearly gone.” The curacy too,
even when repaired, must have been a most uninviting
spot ; for just before leaving it he says, “ A gentleman
curate called today to survey the place and premises,
but galloped away in two minutes, with every mark of
astonishment and antipathy.” Once a week a butcher’s
cart came over from Salisbury; it was then only he
could obtain any meat, and he often dined, he said,
on a mess of potatoes, sprinkled with a little ketchup.
Too poor to command books, his only resource was
the Squire, during the few months he resided there;
and his only relaxation, not being able to keep a horse,
long walks over those interminable plains.
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In one of these solitary walks he narrowly escaped
with his life, being overtaken in the midst of the
Plain, far from any habitation, by a violent snow-
storm ; and, having lost all means of tracing his way,
there being no trees or vestige of human habitation
for miles round, it was by mere chance that he ar-
rived, late at night, and fearfully exhausted, at his
own home.

On one occasion, when going to visit his father, he
says, “I walked twenty-six miles, and then got into a
coach which overtook me.” He mentions here a co-
mical instance of the love of change in my grand-
father, Mr. Robert Smith,—a taste which has been
before alluded to. “ When I arrived at the mansion
of Beauchamp, 1 found a large mud-wall instead of a
gate, and every path and avenue to the house entirely
obliterated. I procured a guide and got into the par-
lour, where I found my father, immeasurably delighted
at having puzzled me by his improvements.”

My father seems to have entered upon his curacy,
in 1794, with every wish to improve both himself and
his parish. “ My theological studies will necessarily,”
he says, “occupy a great deal of my time, and I mean
to try if I cannot persuade the poor people to come to
church ; for really at present (as was said of Burke at
Hastings’ trial) ¢ my preaching is like the voice of one
crying in the wilderness.’” Shortly after, writing to
Mrs. Beach in reference to this subject, he says:—

“ Madam,—In our conversations about the poor at
Netherhaven, you agreed with me that some of the
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boys and girls might possibly be prevented from at-
tending church, or the Sunday school, from a want of
proper clothing. On Sunday last there were three or
four children with their feet on the cold stones, with-
out any shoes; and one came, a perfect sans-culotte,
or at least with only such grinning remnants of that
useful garment as were just sufficient to show that
he was so clad from necessity, and not from any inge-
nious theory he had taken up against a useful inven-
tion. If the Sunday school had begun, I should have
imagined that the poor boy thought it his duty to
come ready for whipping, as a fowl is sent from the
poulterer’s trussed and ready for roasting. In what-
soever manner, to whatsoever extent, you may choose
to alleviate this species of misery, be so good as to re-
member that 1 am on the spot, and shall be happy to
carry your benevolent intentions into execution in the
best manner I am able.”

And again, in January, 1796, he writes :—

“ Madam,—Immediately on my return from my fa-
ther’s, I proceeded to organize your school of industry.
I have selected one girl from every family in the pa-
rish, whose poverty entitled them to such relief. They
amount to twenty. I have set them, first of all, upon
making a coarse canvas-bag each, to hold their work
in; which bags will be numbered, and hung up round
the room when they leave school. We have divided
the week between darning, sewing, and knitting;
spinning is postponed for the present. I have weighed
out materials to Mr. Bendam ; his salary is fixed at



14 MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH.

four shillings per week, and firing. I shall attend closely
to your new seminary while I stay, and shall before
my departure write down and submit to you such
regulations as 1 think conducive to the welfare of that
and the Sunday school. You have no idea of the
emulation the master has inspired them with. All the
while I was at my father’s there was not a single child
absent.”

On leaving his curacy in 1797, one of the first pro-
fessional duties he was called upon to perform was to
marry his eldest brother Robert to Miss Vernon, aunt
to the present Lord Lansdowne. In December, 1797,
he writes word from Bowood :—* They have sent for
me here, to marry my brother to Miss Vernon, daugh-
ter of Lady Ossory and Mr. Vernon.” He adds:—
“T would write more, but it is dinner-time, and Lord
Lansdowne gives such good dinners that they are to
be by no means neglected ; and especially not by such
an epicure as me.”*

In a letter to his mother on the occasion, my father
says :—“ The marriage took place in the library at
Bowood, and all I can tell you of it is that he cried,
she cried, and I cried.” The only tears I believe this
marriage ever produced, save those we shed on her
grave.

During the period of my father’s curacy, the Squire,
after the good old orthodox fashion of squires, had

* Rendered the more striking, perhaps, by the contrast they
afforded to his own homely fare just described.
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asked his curate to dinner on Sunday; and, to his
surprise, had found the tedium of a Sunday evening
in the country so much beguiled by the society of his
young friend, that the invitations became more and
more frequent. This acquaintance soon ripened into
friendship; and ended by the Squire requesting my
father to resign the curacy at the termination of the
two years, and accompany his eldest son abroad. Here
my father best paints what happened.

“ When first I went into the Church, I had a curacy
in the middle of Salisbury Plain; the parish was Ne-
therhaven, near Amesbury. The Squire of the parish,
Mr. Beach, took a fancy to me, and after I had served
it two years, he engaged me as tutor to his eldest son,
and it was arranged that I and his son should proceed
to the University of Weimar, in Saxony. We set out;
but before reaching our destination, Germany was dis-
turbed by war, and, in stress of politics, we put into
Edinburgh, where I remained five years. The prin-
ciples of the French Revolution were then fully afloat,
and it is impossible to conceive a more violent and
agitated state of society.”

The expedition to the University of Weimar being
thus frustrated, my father and his young pupil, accom-
panied by their German courier Mithoffer, set off for
Edinburgh. I have lately been most kindly furnished
with all the letters my father wrote to Mr. and Mrs.
Beach during his residence there with their sons; and
though they will add nothing to his reputation for
talent, and may not have much general interest, as they
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refer chiefly to his intercourse with his pupils and his
observations on their characters, yet his views on the
education of young men cannot be without their value.
As it is my object in these pages to paint my father
in every relation of life, I do not think that ome in
which (instead of the common bargain of Greek and
Latin for salary on these occasions) he seems to have
placed himself so completely ¢z loco parentis, not only
in name, but in spirit and affection, ought to be entirely
passed over. I shall therefore make such selections
from these letters as may best effect my object, and
likewise show his early impressions on first entering
the world ; placing them here rather than amongst the
general correspondence, as they refer solely to this
period of his life. And I do this with the less scruple,
as my readers have the remedy in their own hands,
and can turn over pages rapidly should they find me
dull. In writing an account of the progress to Edin-
burgh, my father says:—

“ We stayed at Warwick Castle, Sunday, slept there,
“and set off Monday after breakfast ; having experienced
from Lord Warwick* the most hospitable reception.
The merry yeomen of Warwickshire and Birmingham
are all drunk. Their colours have been presented today:
as they manufacture their own buttons, spurs, and
swords, they are prodigiously fine. You consider me
of a very impatient disposition: I wish you had seen
me this evening sitting out a Birmingham play; no
leaden statue could have been so immovable. We had

* Brother-in-law to Mr. Robert Smith.
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two ‘ Rule Britannias,’ three ¢ God save the Kings,” and
four other songs about Britons.

“ Michael seemed very much pleased with Matlock.
I was enchanted ; but Nature, who never yet made a
clever fellow without making half-a-dozen blockheads
by way of compensation, or a beautiful place without
some correspondent desolation, made us refund in the
road from Bakewell to Disley all the pleasure we had
experienced at Matlock. We proceeded through a
scandalous country to Buxton. That any but felonious,
larcenous culprits, sent there by order of a court of
justice, should be found convened together in Buxton,
is to me a matter of most profound astonishment. The
water I maintain to be common water. I doubted
very much, in passing over the road, whether I should
put myself to death or go to sleep; but during the
debate I unconsciously adopted the latter, and so the
matter was settled.

“ We have met with great politeness at Birmingham
and Manchester. At Birmingham we dined with a de-
mocratic weaver of corduroys, who complained of the
ruin of their business. His claret was however ex-
tremely good; and he politely escorted us over the
chief part of the manufactories of the place the next
morning. Liverpool exhibits a wonderful scene of
activity and enterprise. From thence to the Lakes:
I think Derwentwater the prettiest, Ulleswater the
grandest lake. I was particularly struck with the
mountains that border parts of Windermere. I pre-
fer Lord W. Gordon’s place upon Derwentwater to

VOL. 1. c




18 MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH.

Mr. Curwen’s on Windermere ; and quarrel with the
alehouse simplicity of the Duke of Norfolk’s. People
mistake this matter of simplicity strangely. Is it neces-
sary to sit upon boards painfully hard, and put your
feet upon malthouse floors, because you retire to a
beautiful lake for two or three of the hot months of
the year ? There is surely some medium between mud
and marble, and huckaback and brocade !

“ Off we set, Michael, the guide, and myself, at one
in the morning, to gain the summit of Skiddaw. I,
who find it rather difficult to stick upon my horse on
the plainest roads, did not find that facility increased
by the darkness of the morning, or the precipitous
path we had to ascend. I made no manner of doubt
but that 1 should roll over into the town of Keswick
the next morning, and be picked up by the town
beadle, dead in a gutter. Moreover I was moved a
little for my reputation ; for, as I had a bottle of
brandy in my pocket, placed there by the special ex-
hortations of the guide and landlord, the Keswick
coroner and jury would infallibly have brought me in
¢ a parson as died of drinking.” However, onward we
moved, and arrived at the summit. The thermometer
stood at twenty ; the wind was bitter, and the summit
totally enveloped in thick clouds, which nearly wetted
us through, and totally cut off all view of the sun and
the earth too. Here we regaled on biscuit and brandy,
and waited for the dissipation of the vapour. The
guide seemed to be about as much affected by the
weather as Skiddaw itself ; which mountain, in height
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and brownness of complexion, he something resembled.
I was rueful enough, though I really rejoiced in the
novelty of the scene; but a more woe-begone, piteous
face than Michael put on, you never saw. No tailor,
tried, cast, and condemned for filching small parcels
of cloth, ever looked so unhappy. The wind, the com-
plaisant wind, now puffed away the vapours at inter-
vals, and gave us a hasty view in different quarters, of
the magnificent scene which surrounded us. Above
us was the blue heaven, and all under were the sons
of men, scattered in fair cities, and upon hills and down
in the dales, and over the whole face of the earth.
And so we went down, and Michael grew warm and
ate a monstrous breakfast, and was quite pleased with
his excursion, and all was well.

“The country on our way here was abominable ;
the inns bad, the postchaises dirty, everything indi-
cative of vermin and want. With Edinburgh I am
delighted as surprised, though it is offensive to the
nose as it is delightful to the eye. No smells were ever
equal to Scotch smells ; it is the school of physic. Yet
the place is uncommonly beautiful, and I am in a con-
stant balance between admiration and trepidation.

Taste guides my eye where'er new beauties spread,
‘While prudence whispers, Look before you tread !"

Speaking of the modes of conveyance, he says:—
“Do not form your ideas of chaises in Scotland and
the north of England from what you see in the south.

The chance is of not getting them at all, or getting
c2
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them in so wretched a state that it is not only dis-
creditable and inconvenient, but positively unsafe, to
ride in them. We were put into chaises with half a
bottom, with no glasses to the windows or fastenings
to the door ; and we not unfrequently might have been
taken for a party of convicted Scotchmen on our road
to Newgate.”
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CHAPTER II

ARRIVES AT EDINBURGH.—STATE OF 8OCIETY.—~MANNERS OF 8COTCH.
~—ANECDOTE OF MR. JEFFBEY.—ACQUAINTANCE WITH ME. HOENER,
—MARRIAGE.—EARLY DIFFICULTIES AND POVERTY.—GBNEROSITY.
~—BIRTH OF DAUGHTER.—INTRODUCES MRB. ALLEN TO LORD HOL-
LAND.—~ORIGINATES REVIEW.—S8TATE OF S8OCIETY.—STATE OF
CHURCH.—CHARACTER OF HIS WRITINGS IN YOUTH.—SKETCH OF
OPINIONS AT THE TIME.—LETTER BY LOBD MONTEAGLB.—S8HORT
SKETCH OF ARTICLES IN REVIEW.

In the year 1797, the period, I believe, at which my
father arrived in Edinburgh with his pupil, Mr. Beach,
that city was rich in talent, full of men who have
acted important parts whilst they lived, and many
of whom have left names that will live after them :—
Jeffrey, Horner, Playfair, Walter Scott, Dugald Stew-
art, Brougham, Allen, Brown, Murray, Leyden, Lord
Webb Seymour, Lord Woodhouselee,* Alison, Sir
James Hall, and many others.

Society at that time in Edinburgh was upon the
most easy and agreeable footing. The Scotch were
neither rich nor ashamed of being poor, and there was
not that struggle for display which so much diminishes
the charm of London society, and has, with the in-
crease of wealth, now crept into that of Edinburgh.

# Father of the historian Mr. Patrick F. Tytler.
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Few days passed without the meeting of some of
these friends, either in each other’s houses, or (in what
was then very common) oyster-cellars; where, I am
told, the most delightful little suppers used to be
given, in which every subject was discussed, with a
freedom impossible in larger societies, and with a can-
dour which is only found where men fight for truth
and not for victory.

Into this soil, then, so congenial to his mind and
tastes, my father was transplanted; and, though a
perfect stranger, the kindness with which he was re-
ceived is best shown by the strong attachment he ever
retained for his Scotch friends, though far removed
from them in after-life, and by the pleasure with
which he always looked back to this period, which
he often refers to in his letters. In one of them he
exclaims, “ When shall I see Scotland again ? Never
shall T forget the happy days passed there, amidst
odious smells, barbarous sounds, bad suppers, excel-
lent hearts, and most enlightened and cultivated un-
derstandings !” I believe he kept up, with hardly any
exception, the friendships then formed ; and I heard an
incident the other day which, trifle as it was, showed
such affection for my father’s memory that it quite
touched me. One evening my father was at his old
friend Lord Woodhouselee’s country-house, near Edin-
burgh, when a violent storm of wind arose, and shook
the windows so as to annoy everybody present and
prevent conversation. “ Why do you not stop them ?”
said my father; “ give me a knife, a screw, and a bit
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of wood, and I will cure it in a moment;” he soon
effected his purpose, fixed up his little bit of wood,
and it was christened Sydney’s butfon. Fifty years
after, one of the family finding Mr. Tytler papering
and painting this room, exclaimed, “ Oh! James, you
are surely not touching Sydney’s button?” but on
running to examine the old place at the window, she
found Sydney’s button was there, preserved and re-
spected amidst all the changes of masters, time, and
taste.

Soon after the arrival of my father, his pupil, and
Mithoffer, the German courier, in Edinburgh, my
father writes to Mrs. Beach :—

« Edinburgh, July 15th, 1798.
“My dear Madam,

“ We are just removed into our new lodgings, No.
88, South Hanover-street, where we are very conve-
niently, pleasantly, and, for Edinburgh, cheaply lodged.
Our situation is in the centre of the finest street I

“have yet seen in Great Britain, and commands a view
of the Firth shipping and opposite shore. We have
the whole floor, a kitchen, a servant, and all farniture
found us, for about £2. 1s. a week. The boarding
tables are very objectionable here ; and Mithoffer and
myself make out extremely well in housekeeping.

“I am quite satisfied with Michael. He makes
every effort in his power to improve himself. Occa-
sionally his dislike of study makes him a little slow
and careless, but a word sets everything to rights.”
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Speaking of some of their first acquaintances in
Edinburgh, he mentions “ Lord Webb Seymour,
whom we both like very much ; Mr. Stewart, Professor
of Moral Philosophy in this University, and 1 believe
generally considered to be one of the first men in it;
and Mr. Dalzel, Greek Professor, of whom we have as
yet seen but little.”” Shortly after he says:—“ We
have added to our acquaintance Mr. and Lady Charlotte
Hope. Mr. Hope* is a gentleman of eminence at
the Scotch Bar, and appears to be a plain, sensible
man ; Lady Charlotte, a daunghter of Lord Hopetown’s,
is a charming woman.”. A few months after, my
father writes to Mrs. Beach :—“ 1 have had great do-
mestic troubles since I wrote to you last. The house-
maid has rebelled. She has seven sweethearts, and
says she will go out. I have, I think, conquered her.”

My father gives an amusing account of his early
attempts at housekeeping in Edinburgh. ‘ Mithof-
fer,” he says, “ continues to behave extremely well.
As he is not a very good judge of meat, I have been
forced to go to market myself two or three times, but
now the courier is very much improved. We all
tried to make a pie by our joint efforts,—the cook,
Mithoffer, and I; the crust was as hard as biscuit,
and we could not eat it. There is always some beef
in the salting tub ; and I look into the family affairs
like a fat old lady of forty. The cook has 6d. per
day, and the other girl her board only. I have been
in a terrible quandary about lodgings. The woman

* Afterwards Lord President.
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of the house where I live was extremely civil all
the summer, when lodgings are of no value; but at
the approach of winter, when the town was so full
that no lodgings were to be got, because I would not
give her twelve guineas a month instead of nine, she
called me a Levite, a scourge of human nature, and
an extortioner, and gave me notice to go out in-
stantly, bag and baggage, without beat of drum or co-
lours flying. T refused to stir; and after a very severe
battle, in which 1 threatened to carry it through all
the courts of law in England, and from thence to
Russia, she began to make the amiable, and to con-
fess that she was apt to be a little warm; that she had
the most perfect confidence in my generosity, and the
old story. I made her sign an agreement, with sub-
scription of two witnesses ; and I am now lord of the
castle for the time I tell you.”

Speaking of his occupations with his pupil, he
says :—* Michael finishes his Latin studies at the
end of the month, and I mean to exercise him for
some time in English composition, a pursuit in which
we shall have perhaps more success, from his convic-
tion of its importance. The evenings we have hither-
to employed in English history, and shall continue to
do so for some time. Michael takes a lesson in dan-
cing every day. I get him now and then to show me
a step or two. I cannot bear the repetition of this
spectacle every day, as it never fails to throw me into
a fit of laughing little short of suffocation.”

As early as January, 1798, alluding to the excesses
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of the French, and the measures taken by them to in-
jure our commerce, he expresses, in language then
new, but since, from its truth, become almost trite,
his opinion of the futility of such attempts.

¢ Mercantile men are naturally timid, and will, I dare
say, be a good deal alarmed at these last measures
taken against our commerce; at the same time, I am
persuaded there is no cause of real alarm in them.
We are the only manufacturers in Europe: if men
have money, they will purchase the commodities of life.
Customhouses as strong as arsenals, squadrons of ex-
cisemen, battalions of supervisors, can never prevent
ingenuity from supplying necessity. They may stop
up every regular and legitimate approach: desolate
bays and retired nooks will pour into France and
Europe our pins and pots and pans, and everything
that this shop-keeping nation makes and sells; and
all their efforts will only throw that business into the
hands of outlaws and smugglers, which the merchant
would have carried on with profit to the national re-
venue.”

In October of the same year he writes thus:—
“ Everybody looks happy here on account of Jervis’s
victory. I can compare the joy now visible in the
public countenance to nothing so much as the face
of an audience just as the discourse is over, and they
are coming out of church; a spectacle truly delightful
to those who are fond of seeing a great number of
people happy at once. We were alarmed yesterday
with the report of a French fleet coming up the Firth.
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I dreamt about it in the night; thought I took a
solemn oath to conquer or die; that I ran away; that
I made a speech, about the necessity of fighting, to
the soldiers; that I was found in a ditch after the
battle, and pelted by Michael and some French drum-
mers, ete. ete.” .

The German courier having apparently made a
petition to Mr. Beach, that he might be allowed tea,
then rather an expensive article in household eco-
nomy, my father writes to him :—*The courier shall
quaff fragrant bohea, at 6s. per Ib. May I beg to
present you with the following most beautiful im-
promptu on the subject, by me P—

His ancient privilege restored by thee,
The joyous courier quaffs the gratis tea,
Uplifts the mantling cup, and curses me,
The unfeeling spoiler of his sweet bohea.”

Speaking of the talents and studies of his pupil, my
father says:—“1I continue to think much higher of
Michael’s abilities than I did at first acquaintance.
Talents are not to be measured by our progress in
studies which we engage in contrary to, but by those
which we undertake with, our inclination. For the
three months we gave up to Latin, our advance was
certainly not very rapid; but I am taking some les-
sons in the pianoforte, merely to pick out a few Scotch
songs; and the superior ability with which Michael
has taught himself the notes and made out the tunes
is very remarkable. I am forced to consider myself
an extremely stupid fellow in comparison.”
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In considering the character and moral disposition
of his pupil, the following observations appear to me
of value :—

“ Michael is perfectly free from any vice; but the
purity of moral habits is, I am afraid, of very little use
to a man unless it is accompanied with that degree of
firmness which enables him to act up to what he may
think right, in spite of solicitation to the contrary.
Very few young men have the power of negation in
any great degree at first. It increases with the in-
crease of confidence, and with the experience of those
inconveniences which result from the absence of this
virtue. Every young man must be exposed to tempta-
tion : he cannot learn the ways of men without being
witness to their vices. If you attempt to preserve him
from danger by keeping him out of the way of it, you
render him quite unfit for any style of life in which
he may be placed. The great point is, not to turn
him out too soon, and to give him a pilot at first.”

It is curious to read in the present days the follow-
ing views of our future relations with the French
nation. In 1798 my father says:—* I now consider
the war between France and England no longer as
an occasional quarrel or temporary dispute, but as an
antipathy and national horror, after the same kind as
subsists between the kite and the crow, or the church-
warden and the pauper, the weasel and the rat, the
parson and the Deist, the bailiff and the half-pay
captain, &c. &c., who have persecuted each other
from the beginning of time, and will peck, swear, fly,
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preach at, ;J.nd lie in wait for each other till the end
of time.”
And again, in the same year, he writes :—

“ November, 1798.

“Dear Sir,—I congratulate you most seriously upon
our change of situation for the better. Ireland safe;
and Buonaparte embayed in Egypt; that is, sur-
rounded by Beys. That we should sit under our vines
and fig-trees in safety I do not expect, for the very
excellent reason that we have none to sit under; but
that we shall sit round our beef and pudding in
security again, I think there is a very fair reason to
expect. This place grows upon us both; we are
extremely comfortably situated, and have thoughts of
never coming back. To give you some idea of the
Highlands, Baron Norton, at his seat there, is sixty
miles from a market, and twenty miles from a post
town.”

In one of his letters, alluding to the indifference to
religion at that time existing in England, and the
great contrast in this respect which Scotland afforded,
he says :—* The best way of giving you an idea of the
Scotch, is to show you in what they principally differ
from the English. In the first place (to begin with
their physical peculiarities) they are larger in body
than the English; and the women, in my opinion (I
say it to my shame), handsomer than English women:
their dialect is very agreeable. The Scotch certainly
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do not understand cleanliness ; they are poorer than
the English; they are a cautious and a discreet peo-
ple; they are very much in earnest in their religion,
though less so than they were. In England I maintain
(except amongst ladies in the middle class of life) there
is no religion at all. The clergy of England have no
more influence over the people at large than the
cheesemongers of England. In Scotland the clergy
are extremely active in the discharge of their functions,
and are, from the hold they have on the minds of the
people, a very important body of men. The common
people are extremely conversant with the Scriptures ;
are really not so much pupils as formidable critics to
their preachers: many of them are well read in con-
troversial divinity. They are perhaps in some points
of view the most remarkable nation in the world ; and
no country can afford an example of so much order,
morality, economy, and knowledge amongst the lower
classes of society. Every nation has its peculiarity.
The very improved state of the common people ap-
pears to me at present to be the phenomenon of this
country; and I intend to give it a good deal of my
attention.”

Writing to Mrs. Beach on the subject of diet for
the poor, a subject which always interested him, he
says :—*“ There is in Edinburgh a workhouse where
those poor who want support are sent, and which is
supported by a voluntary assessment of all the inha-
bitants. At the church doors there is a collection
made every Sunday, which is distributed at the dis-
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cretion of the minister and elders; and this is all the
public support that the poor receive. The antipathy
to the workhouse is very great, and the collections not
considerable; and there must be, as I fear there cer-
tainly is, a great deal of misery here. In one respect
the police of Scotland is very bad. I suppose there are
at least three beggars in this country for every one in
England, and there is not here the same just reason
for putting an end to it. They beg in a very quiet,
gentle way, and thus lose the most productive art of
their profession, imporfunity. Have you ever made
any effort to introduce a better system of cooking
amongst the poor? it would be a great charity. The
basis of the food of the English poor is fine wheaten
bread; and it is utterly impossible that a man, his
wife, and four children can have three meals a day of
dry bread upon fivepence or sixpence, which they can
of broth on even less. If their manner of appropria-
ting their money was better than it is and more pro-
vident, their pay would certainly be sufficient. I am
in hopes to carry this idea into execution at some
future time, and become master cook as well as master
parson of my village. The people here understand
this much better than in England.”

Though truly loving them, his quick sense of the
ludicrous made him derive great amusement from the
little foibles and peculiarities of the Scotch: and often
has he made them laugh by his descriptions of things
which struck his English eye. ‘It requires,” he used
to say, “a surgical operation to get a joke well into a
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Scotch understanding. Their only idea of wit, or ra-
ther that inferior variety of this electric talent which
prevails occasionally in the North, and which, under
the name of wur, is so infinitely distressing to people
of good taste, is laughing immoderately at stated in-
tervals. They are so imbued with metaphysics that
~ they even make love metaphysically. I overheard a
young lady of my acquaintance, at a dance in Edin-
burgh, exclaim, in a sudden pause of the music, ¢ What
you say, my Lord, is very true of love in the aibstract,
but—" here the fiddlers began fiddling furiously, and
the rest was lost. No nation has so large a stock of
benevolence of heart: if you meet with an accident,
half Edinburgh immediately flocks to your door to
inquire after your pure hand or your pure foot, and
with a degree of interest that convinces you their
whole hearts are in the inquiry. You find they usu-
ally arrange their dishes at dinner by the points of
the compass; ‘ Sandy, put the gigot of mutton to the
south, and move the singet sheep’s head a wee bit to
the nor-west.” If you knock at the door, you hear
a shrill female voice from the fifth flat shriek out,
‘Wha’s chapping at the door?’ which is presently
opened by a lassie with short petticoats, bare legs,
and thick ankles. My Scotch servants bargained they
were not to have salmon more than three times a
week, and always pulled off their stockings, in spite of
my repeated objurgations, the moment my back was
turned.” “Their temper stands anything but an
attack on their climate. They would have you even
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believe they can ripen fruit ; and, to be candid, I must
own in remarkably warm summers I have tasted
peaches that made most excellent pickles; and it is
upon record that at the siege of Perth, on one occa-
sion, the ammunition failing, their nectarines made ad-
mirable cannon balls. Even the enlightened mind of
Jeffrey cannot shake off the illusion that myrtles flou-
rish at Craig Crook. In vain I have represented to
him that they are of the genus Carduus, and pointed
out their prickly peculiadties. In vain I have re-
minded him that I have seen hackney-coaches drawn
by four horses in the winter, on account of the snow ;
that I had rescued a man blown flat against my door
by the violence of the winds, and black in the face;
that even the experienced Scotch fowls did not ven-
ture to cross the streets, but sidled along, tails aloft,
without venturing to encounter the gale. Jeffrey
sticks to his myrtle illusions, and treats my attacks
with as much contempt as if I had been a wild vision-
ary, who had never breathed his caller air, nor lived
and suffered under the rigour of his climate, nor spent
five years in discussing metaphysics and medicine in
that garret of the earth—that knuckle-end of Eng-
land—that land of Calvin, oat-cakes, and sulphur.”
On returning from a little tour they had made in the
Highlands in the course of the autumn, he writes :—
“ Michael is in good health ; we are going on well. If
I can, in spite of his reluctance to study, carry him on
in a course of improvement, tell him his faults, and
retain his esteem, I shall succeed almost beyond my
VOL. 1. D
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hopes, and entirely to my satisfaction. We have dined
at the Duke of ’s, and met the French King’s
brother there, and his suite. We were not much pleased
with our day. Her Grace is a most excellent woman,
but as stately a piece of ancient life as I ever saw.
The Duke seems to be one of that class of men who
baffle all attempts to hate, like, praise, or blame them.
He knows not the earth who has only seen it swelling
into the moderate elevation, or sinking to the gentle
descent of southern hills and valleys. He has never
trod on the margin of the fearful precipice, journeyed
over the silent wilderness, and gazed at the torrent
hiding itself in the profound glen. He has never
viewed Nature but as she is associated with human
industry ; and is unacquainted with large tracts of the
earth from which the care of man can hope for no
return; which seem never to have been quickened
with the principle of vegetation, or to have partici-
pated in the bounties of Him whose Providence is
over all. This we have seen in the Highlands; but
we have mortified the body in gratifying the mind.
We have been forced to associate oat-cakes and whisky
with rocks and waterfalls, and humble in a dirty room
the conceptions we indulged in a romantic glen.”

My father speaks in great admiration of Dunkeld :
—*“ Rocks, woods, and waterfalls are tumbled to-
gether in delicious horror. The order and regularity
which have arranged the rest of the world never found
their way here; chaos and confusion have maintained
their ancient empire at Dunkeld.”
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And again in another part of their tour :—

* Nothing struck me more than the Coutland Crags,
near Lanark. A small river has worked its passage,
of ten or twelve feet in breadth, through rocks that
tower 300 feet above it on each side; the passage is
half a mile long. Consider what a scene this must be.
Near Lanark is settled Mr. David Dale; he alone em-
ploys in cotton-works 1700 souls. He is a very reli-
gious and benevolent man, and is remarkably attentive
to the morals, as well as the comfort and happiness, of
the manufacturing children. They are admirably in-
structed and brought up, with an attention to cleanli-
ness that is truly delightful. He very often gives them
a dance. The evening we were there, after the hours
of work there was a general country dance of above
two hundred couples. We knew nothing of it till the
following morning, or of course should not have missed
so pleasing a spectacle. I love to see the beauties of
Nature; but I love better to see the hand of active
piety stretch forth to such young orphans as these the
innocent pleasures of life, the benefit of instruction,
and the blessings of religion. It is dreadful to ob-
serve, in Manchester and Birmingham, how manufac-
turers brutalize mankind,—how small the interval is
between a weaver and a beast.* What does his coun-
try not owe to a man who has promoted industry with-
out propagating vice, who has enlarged the bound-

* This is so inapplicable to the present day, that it is pleasant
to write it down, as a proof of the progress made in the last fifty
years in the education and intelligence of this class of society™

D 2
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aries of commerce, and strengthened the ties of moral
obligation ?”

The reigning bore at this time in ‘Edinburgh was
—: his favourite subject, the North Pole. It mat-
tered not how far south you began, you found your-
self transported to the north pole before you could
take breath; no one escaped him. My father de-
clared he should invent a slip-button. Jeffrey fled
from him as from the plague, when possible ; but one
day his arch-tormentor met him in a narrow lane, and
began instantly on the north pole. Jeffrey,in despair
and out of all patience, darted past him, exclaiming,
* D— the north pole!” My father met him shortly
after, boiling with indignation at Jeffrey’s contempt of
the north pole. “Oh, my dear fellow,” said my father,
“never mind; no one minds what Jeffrey says, you
know ; he is a privileged person ; he respects nothing,
absolutely nothing. Why, you will scarcely believe it,
but it is not more than a week ago that I heard him
speak disrespectfully of the Equator !”’*

My father, after a more intimate knowledge of the
character of his pupil, and observing the result of his
efforts, writes to his parents :—* T had flattered my-
self that it would have been in my power to give him
imperceptibly a taste for books and mental improve-
ment. I am now convinced that whatever share of
knowledge Michael may gain by reading with me, it

# T see this anecdote in Mr. Moore’s Memoirs attributed to
Leslie; but I have so often heard it told as applying to a very dif-
ferent person, that I think he was mistaken.
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is quite out of my power to give him a taste for books
in that degree which I think useful and ornamental in
his situation of life. Do not be disheartened by this
opinion. Michael will be (as I have often told you) a
very worthy, prudent man, with a sufficient share of
sound understanding leading to conduct ; an excellent
heart, and manners, soft and gentlemanlike; and
though literature is an excellent addition to all these,
it is hardly worth the cost of them. As a clergyman
and a bachelor, I cannot be supposed to know any-
thing about falling in love; but, judging from what
I bave heard other people, and particularly ladies, talk
about it, I really do not think there is any danger of
the renewal of his passion. He has assured me that
he is perfectly indifferent to her now; and, as he is
remarkably sincere, I really believe him. He is so
thoroughly aware, too, of the common error of young
men in falling in love with the first woman they meet,
before they have had the smallest opportunity of
judging of the sex and comparing different characters
and dispositions, that I believe, if he were to feel the
attacks of that inexpressible malady again, he would
exert himself effectually to expel them.”

The following is an amusing account of the state
of the stage at Edinburgh, written in March, 1799 :—
“ Kemble, the player, is come down here; and these
wicked people are employing Passion Week in going
to tragedies and comedies. It is, I am told, extremely
ludicrous to see him on the stage ; half his time is em-
ployed in prompting the other actors, and correcting
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their motions. 'The other evening he was stabbed,
and he was forced to put his assassin in mind that it
was time to stab him; which, you will allow, is rather
an awkward circumstance. You will be very much
surprised that the Scotch should so totally neglect all
religious worship in this week ; but they do not even
shut the shops on Good Friday, nor is there anything
like the sound of prayer in their churches.”

Speaking of the dirt of Edinburgh after a thaw, in
1799 :— Except the morning after the Flood was
over, I should doubt if it had ever been dirtier.”

In June of the same year he writes :— There
seems to be every appearance of an approaching battle
or victory (for they are now synonymous) in the Me-
diterranean ; candles have risen a penny a pound,
from the possibility of an illumination.”

In September, 1799, he made a short tour in
Wales with his pupil, and says:—*We have been
miserably delayed by the state of Welsh post-horses,
finding it difficult to get on thirty-five miles a day.
From Machynlleth to Dolgelly, eighteen miles of ex-
cellent road, we were more than five hours and a half,
though we gave the horses corn on the road, got out
of the carriage, and pushed with all our might.”

On their way through Wales they made a visit to
Sir Robert Vaughan, which he amusingly describes in
one of his letters :—* You will be very much pleased
with his place, his efforts to improve the country
round him, and his great good-nature and hospitality.
I bave seldom seen any man who seems to possess
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more natural mildness and benevolence. He sees
from his windows Cader Idris and Snowdon, both of
them inferior to himself in height and breadth. It
was curious and amusing to see the worthy baronet
surrounded by sixteen little men and women, who
reached up to the waistband of his breeches, and
looked like iron rails round a monument.”

In the course of this autumn my father had (for the
first, and I believe only time, with any of his pupils)
cause of complaint against his young friend Michael ;
who on one occasion received his remonstrances with
so much disrespect, that my father thought it his duty,
both to his pupil and himself, to make it known im-
mediately to Mr. Beach ; and the result does so much
honour to all parties, that I shall give it :—

“ October, 1799.
“ My dear Sir,

“1 was too well convinced of the proper senti-
ments in which you have educated your children to
doubt for a moment of the manner in which you
would express yourself to Michael upon the conduct
of which I had complained. Your letter produced
every effect you could have wished from it. He not
only apologized to me in the most ample manner,
but (which convinced me he really thought himself
wrong) brought in Mithoffer, before whom the affront
was given, to witness the apology. Of course I said
everything handsome to him on the subject, and I
dare say we shall be only the better friends for what
has passed. It would have bcen a most injurious
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and mistaken complaisance to have sacrificed the real
good of your son in order to spare the present feelings
of his parents.”

In a letter of 1799, alluding to passing events, he
says :—* What an unaccountable thing, that Mr. Pitt
should have introduced the Union into the Irish Houses
without being more sure of his strength ! By the bye,
all the House are going to pair off after the recess:
each Oppositionist takes his Ministerial man, and this
will just make 101 duels. The Speaker fights the
first clerk, for want of a regular opponent, and to
avoid being idle.”

« Edinburgh, October, 1789.
“ My dear Madam,

“Thinking it necessary that Michael should be-
come accustomed to the management of larger sums
of money than hitherto, I gave him £45. At the Uni-
versity his income must necessarily pass through his
own hands, and without much possibility of control;
and as I shall have an opportunity here of observing
his disposition with regard to money, I dare say you
will approve of what I have done. Michael has con-
ducted himself perfectly like a gentleman since I had
the pleasure of announcing to you our reconciliation.

“ He is occupied from five to six hours a day, which
I think is quite as long as any young man of his age
ought to be kept to his studies ; or can be kept with
the best effect, and without trespassing on his health
and cheerfulness. We have prayers every night at
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eleven, before which time he understands he is ex-
pected not to go to bed; and he gets up early from
choice. He is well, and I hope not more discontented
with his situation than all young men, panting for
pleasure and idleness, are with a state of education.”

“19, Queen-street, Edinburgh, 1800.
“ My dear Sir,

“The town is overrun with Russians, in green coats,
with ugly faces and lice, which latter they never crack
but when they are angry ; and it is a remarkable thing
that when a Russian is enraged he always combs him-
self, and takes this revenge upon a thousand resistless
reptiles. They were very sick aboard ship, but are
not allowed to land to form an encampment ; only to
come on shore in the daytime.

“ Mithoffer has been very ill with a sore throat and
inflammatory fever; he kept his bed for some days,
but is recovered. I had made his epitaph and or-
dered his coffin.

“ We are getting much more acquainted in this place,
and sup out very frequently, to the infinite delight of
Michacl. I am almost ashamed to say we were in-
vited out every day last weck to supper; but as the
business of the day is first over, this causes no inter-
ruption to our studies. In the meantime Michacl
gains manners, and I a headache. Farewell, my dear
Sir; believe me that I wish to see you and yours well
and happy for many, many years to come.

“SypNey Smiru.”
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Writing to Mrs. Beach in 1799, he says:—*“ You
speak of the loss of a hothouse full of grapes as a
trifling incident ; there are many people who would
think the loss of an only son a less grievous calamity.

. I am indebted to Michael for an extremely just
and sensible critique upon my preaching, which pleased
me very much, and reproved me as much.”

My father tells of his first acquaintance with Horner,
who was at that time among the most conspicuous
young men in “that energetic and unfragrant city.”
“ My desire to know him proceeded first of all from
being cautioned against him by some excellent and
feeble people to whom I brought letters of introduc-
tion, and who represented him as a person of violent
political opinions. I interpreted this to mean a per-
son who thought for himself, who had firmness enough
to take his own line in life, and who loved truth
better than he loved Dundas, at that time the tyrant
of Scotland. I found my interpretation just ; and from
then till the period of his death we lived in constant
society and friendship with each other.” In speak-
ing of him after his death, in a letter to his brother,
he says :—* Horner loved truth so much that he never
could bear any jesting upon important subjects. I
remember one evening the late Lord Dudley and
myself pretended to justify the conduct of the Go-
vernment in stealing the Danish fleet. We carried
on the argument with some wickedness against our
graver friend; he could not stand it, but bolted in-
dignantly out of the room. We flung up the sash,
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and, with a loud peal of laughter, professed ourselves
decided Scandinavians. We offered him not only the
ships, but all the shot, powder, cordage, and even the
biscuit, if he would come back; but nothing could
turn him ; he went home, and it took us a fortnight
of serious behaviour before we were forgiven.”

I wish his pen had left us any account of the other
distinguished men whose friendship he obtained in
Edinburgh; but it has left only one other, and that,
I believe, was written at a later period of his life.

My father had by this time so gained the confidence
of his old friends, Mr. and Mrs. Beach, by his care of
their son, that Mrs. Beach requested him to select a
governess for her daughters ; and after some search he
obtained the services of a highly cultivated lady in re-
duced circumstances, who had been companion to the
late Lady Cooper, and had a very high reputation for
her sense and character. In alluding to the regard due
to the feelings of a person in her situation, he pays
80 pretty a compliment to the delicacy of mind he had
ever seen evinced by his friends, that 1 shall give a
passage :—* Upon the fair share of respect and atten-
tion with which a person who has still all the feelings,
and had once the situation, of a woman of independent
fortune will expect to be treated, I shall say nothing,
for I never saw a family in which they were more
delicately attcnded to than in yours; and with my
representations on this subject I am sure Miss W
is sdtisfied. On her part you will find nothing irrita-
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ble ; nothing of a disposition too sensitive for her situ-
ation ; but that fair, honest pride which every indivi-
dual should cherish, as the best protection of every-
thing good and honourable in our nature.”

In the following letter he speaks of his approaching
marriage, and of the poverty in which he had passed
his youth : —

« Edinburgh, March 21, 1800.
“ My dear Madam,

“I looked into Michael’s accounts, which I make
him pay himself. A number of little nothings go to
make up the sum. Whether to call such an account
expensive or not, I do not know, because I am no
judge of what the lawful extravagance of a man of his
condition is. I have therefore said not a syllable upon
the subject, and will leave that department to you
and Mr. B. I got in debt by buying books. I never
borrowed a farthing of anybody, and never received
much ; and have lived in poverty and economy all my
life. My habits therefore may tinge my opinions, and
I mistrust myself.

I should wish, if it suits the convenience of Mr.
B., to be in England by the end of May, as a longer
delay than that might possibly retard my marriage for
ayear. Ihave some awkward business to settle, which
will absolutely demand my presence about that time.
Such a cause as this will, I am sure, appear to you
and Mr. B. quite a suflicient reason for not protract-
ing my stay beyond that period.
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“ Alas, Madam, there will not be a flower in Scot-
land for eight weeks to come! I gathered a few
flowers in my way here, but the greater part of those
I saw were what I had seen perpetually about William-
strip. I was pleased beyond measure at Mr. T——'s
servant turning out so badly. I hope the gentleman
at the keyhole will be more attended to another time.
The method of soldering glass is a secret. Michael’s
unpunctuality is indeed very deep-seated, and, I am
afraid, beyond my power to eradicate; but I know no
human being some part of whose character must not
be for ever connived at. If you are acquainted with
any exception to this rule, you are more fortunate in
your acquaintance than I ever have been or ever ex-
pect to be. Even you, good Madam, require forgive-
ness on some points ; and I myself, though I approach
nearer perhaps to absolute perfection than anybody I
know, am believed by the most accurate judges to
fall a little short of it.

“1 have been giving Michael lessons in dancing,
and I am sure he is very much improved by them,
though I am afraid he will forget them.

“This is a great day in Edinburgh, for it is that
on which the Queen’s birthday is celebrated ; and
everybody dances to show their loyalty, except me;
and I show it by preaching, and have the pleasure of
seeing my audience nod approbation as they sleep.

“T remain, with the greatest respect, yours,
“ SypNeY SMiTH.”
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« Edinburgh, 1800.
“ My dear Madam,

“1I have been so strongly pressed to preach a ser-
mon for the Swiss Cantons, on the 10th of May,—a
day on which the town will be extremely full, and by
people to whom Michael and myself are under such
great obligations in this place,—that I can hardly re-
fuse; and in this case we cannot get to town before
the end of May. I thank you, very sincerely, my
dear Madam, for your good wishes. I never received
any for the verification of which I so sincerely prayed.
But before I can flatter myself that I shall be as happy
as you and Mr. Beach have been, I must take care to
deserve to be as happy.* Yours,

“ SYDNEY SmiTH.”

During a visit to Cheam, previous to his marriage,
he writes thus to Mr. Beach, giving a general account
of his stewardship :—

¢ Cheam, Surrey, 1800.
“ My dear Sir,

“ As I have not much to do today, and as I always
find it more easy to write than to talk on important
subjects, I shall state to you in this manner my opi-
nion of your son; a duty which I owe to you, to him,
and myself, and which I have not discharged since my
return. He is, in the most essential points of cha-
racter, an extremely good young man, true, honest,
honourable, and friendly, without the smallest ten-

* Alluding to his approaching marriage.
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dency to any one vice whatsoever. In little points of
disposition he never affronts, but has not that desire
to oblige and to please which is so conspicuous in his
brother. He has lost enough of his sulkiness to make
me hope he will lose the rest; but, upon the whole, he
is a good-tempered lad, and has gained upon my af-
fection in our twelve months’ intercourse. I like him,
and would serve him where I could, with great plea-
sure. Of his abilities I think much more highly than I
did; but his memory is bad. I cannot inspire him
with a taste for knowledge and for books. He goes
through the tasks I assign him with ready submission,
and without interest; and what he learns under me
he will learn by regular and moderate study, steadily
and carefully followed up. You know how boys arc
neglected at great schools; and we have, in conse-
quence, been employed in the plain and fundamental
parts of literature. I should except the mathematics,
for which he has certainly a considerable taste, and in
which his progress for the time has given me great
pleasure. Time, my dear Sir, is what we want. You
love your children and their society ; but I hope, when
his health is perfectly re-established, you will turn us
adrift to our studies. You will excuse me for offering
my advice; it by no means precludes you from act-
ing as you please in every instance. Upon the whole,
I think you have reason to be perfectly well satisfied
with Michael. I have no doubt he will turn into an
affectionate child, an agreeable gentleman, and a good
man.
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“T have all the documents and receipts of our ex-
penses in my possession, ready for your inspection.
If you wish for more information, and if you think I
have overdrawn your account, you have the means of
indemnification in your own hands, of which I most
fully authorize you to make use. I do not write upon
this subject from the smallest doubt of your liberality,
but from the fullest conviction of it; and because I
think that the less protected a man is by the liberality
of his disposition, the more he ought to be by the cau-
tion of those in whom he confides. I have no suspi-
cion that you believe I have put you to too great an
expense; and, if I hear nothing further upon the sub-
ject, shall consider myself as fully entitled to conclude
you-do not. . . . I believe when you thought any-
thing wrong you would ZeZ it to me, rather than kint
it to me. I remain, with many thanks for your kind-
ness to me, yours,

“ SYpNEY SmiTH.”

Mr. Beach’s eldest son, Michael, having now gone
to the University, it was arranged that his second son,
William, should be placed under my father’s care, in
his place. In making arrangements for this, he writes
to Mr. Beach :—

T am going, my dear Sir, with your younger son
to Edinburgh. I must look to England for advancing
myself in my profession. I am very willing to post-
pone the execution of these plans; my time and at-
tentions are perfectly at your service. I wish to derive
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no sort of emolument from them; but I confess I
should feel very reluctant to break in on the principal
of my own small fortune, to defray the expenses of
that style of society I shall enter into on your account.
If, therefore, I find that the allowance we talked of,
with the addition of my own income, will not cover
my expenses, I am sure you will look upon the over-
plus as your expense, not mine. I think it is very
likely there will be no such overplus. I have no sort
of turn to expense, nor has Mrs. Smith; for I look
upon her to be full as great an economist as myself.
The expenses I chiefly fear are house-rent, and the
disadvantages always incurred by a visitant in dis-
tinction to a settler. I have not the least wish for
public places, and a"very small society will content
me; and that these are my inclinations and propen-
sities I believe you know as well as I do. After all, if
you should think these observations unreasonable, 1
promise to be perfectly satisfied with your decision
on the subject. Yours,
“ SYpNeY Smite.”

My father thus writes to announce his marriage :—

“ June 26, 1800.
“My dear Sir,

“ Will you have the goodness to forward this letter
to my father, which is to announce'to him the day of
my marriage, Wednesday next, God willing ; on which
day drink my health, and wish as well to me and my

VOL. I. E
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wife, as I do to you and yours; and write to me at
Robert Smith’s, Esq., Beauchamp, Tiverton, Devon-
shire. And believe me sincerely yours,

“SypNey Smira.”

After two years’ residence in Edinburgh he returned
to England, to marry Miss Pybus, to whom he had
long been engaged, and whom he had known from a
very early period of his life, as she was the intimate
friend and schoolfellow of his only sister, Maria. This
marriage took place with the entire consent of her
mother, Mrs. Pybus; but with so vehement an oppo-
sition on the part of her brother, Mr. Charles Pybus,
(who was a strong politician, and one of the Lords
of the Admiralty under Mr. Pitt,) that it produced a
complete breach ; and deprived my father and mother
of the assistance he might have afforded them on their
entrance into life.

Thus detached from the only relation capable of
affording her any aid, it was lucky that Miss Pybus
had some fortune; for my father’s only contribution
towards their future ménage (save his own talents and
character) were six small silver teaspoons, which, from
much wear, had become the ghosts of their former
selves. One day, in the madness of his joy, he came
running into the room and flung these into her lap,
saying, “ There, Kate, you lucky girl, T give you all
my fortune !”

Upon this small portion (which my father’s first
step was to secure in the strictest manner to his wife
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and children, though Mrs. Pybus, who had perfect
confidence in him, had thought it would have been
better to leave a portion of it unsettled in case of
need,) and the six silver spoons, they determined to
return to Edinburgh and set up housekeeping.

“One of our early difficulties,” said my mother,
“was, how we should buy the necessary plate and
linen for our new household; but my dear mother
Mrs. Pybus’s liberality had furnished me with the
means, by bestowing on me, when I entered the world,
my sister Lady Fletcher’s necklace, consisting of a
double row of pearls, which were said to be the finest,
extept Mrs. Hastings’, that had been brought to this
country. I took them to , and sold them for
£500; and all we most wanted was thus obtained.
Several years after, when visiting the shop with Miss
Fox and Miss Vernon, I saw in one of the glass cases
my own necklace, every pearl of which I knew, and
had often strung. I had the curiosity to ask the price ;
‘ Fifteen hundred pounds,’ was the answer.”

My father, though, by his residence in Edinburgh
with his pupil, thrown out of any immediate employ-
ment in his profession, yet took every opportunity of
exercising himself in its duties, and frequently preached
for his friend Bishop Sandford at the Episcopal Chapel.
A few of these sermons, alluding more particularly to
the moral effects the political events of the times were
producing on the public mind, he published (in 1809),
with a short preface, concluding in the following
words :—

E 2
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“ As long as God gives me strength, I will never
cease to attack, in the way of my profession, and to
the best of my abilities, any system of principles inju-
rious to the public happiness, whether they be sanc-
tioned by the voice of the many, or whether they be
not; and may the same God take that unworthy life
away whenever I shrink from the contempt and mis-
representations to which my duty shall call me to
submit !”’

Mr. Beach presented my father, soon after his
marriage, with £750, for his care of Michael; which
sum he put into the funds; and in this consisted his
whole worldly wealth. And here I must introduce a
little trait, which, though trifling in itself, yet, consi-
dering the circumstances, deserves to be mentioned.

My father had made the acquaintance, during his
residence in Edinburgh, of a family consisting of a lady
(one of the most beautiful specimens of old-age I have
ever met) and four daughters, who seemed to live for
no other object than this mother. He accidentally dis-
covered that this interesting old lady was suddenly in-
volved in pecuniary difficulties. Regretting how little
he had to offer, he entreated she would not refuse the
loan of a hundred pounds out of his little store; it
was accepted with the same kind feeling with which
it was offered. I never heard the circummstance till
after his death; and I only mention it now because
she who received it is no more, and those few who
survive her would, I know, gladly contribute anything
that would honour the memory of their old friend.
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What added to the generosity of this little offering
was, that he was then about to become a father, and
had bt little prospect of increasing his means.

Another instance of his generosity at that time was
in behalf of Mr. Leyden, who, born a poor shepherd-
boy in Teviotdale, had become so remarkable by his
learning, that an effort was made by subscription to
enable him to attend the College classes in Edinburgh,
where he made the most astonishing progress in al-
most every branch of knowledge taught there. Hav-
ing obtained, through Mr. Dundas, an appointment
to India, his poverty was such that he was quite un-
able to accomplish his outfit. Sir Walter Scott and
my father, and a few others, were chiefly instrumental
in effecting it, the latter contributing £40 out of his
very small means. Mr. Leyden afterwards died in
India.

Of his new pupil, William, my father writes in the
following gratifying terms to his mother, Mrs. Beach.

“ Edinburgh, November 5, 1800.
“My dear Madam,

“Since I wrote last, William has made several ac-
quaintance with respectable and gentlemanly young
men, which I approve of entirely, and which will afford
him amusement and society. He is fatter, handsomer,
and stouter than he was. Nothing can exceed the
propriety, politeness, and good humour of his ge-
neral behaviour to everybody in this house; and I
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can assure you he is a very great—and justly a very
great—favourite with us all. . . . We read to-
gether every night two hours, or longer, as % may
happen, and talk over what has been done in the day.
He writes me an essay every week; all of which, except
one, have been done in a very superior manner. He is
less shy than he was. We had one flood of tears the
first time I spoke to him with any degree of serious- -
ness; but upon explaining to him the difference be-
tween advice and rebuke, and hinting to him that he
was too old for this, and had outgrown it, it has been
quite discontinued. Various articles of clothing ne-
cessary for his proper appearance in this place have
been procured ; and I have blown him up to that mo-
derate state of coxcomality about his dress, which is
popular and becoming in a young man. He takes
regular exercise, defies the weather, and is as hardy
as I am from his own choice, and has not had one
moment of ill-health.

“These details I enter into for your satisfaction. I
would really tell you the bad as well as the good, but
there is no bad to tell you. Ever yours,

“SYpNEY SMrtH.”

« Edinburgh, November 10, 1801.
“My dear Sir,

“T hardly know by what William could be inspired.
He is, without any exception, the very best and most
gentlemanly young man I ever saw, and will be an
ornament and comfort to his family; nothing can
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possibly exceed the excellence of his behaviour in every
respect. I attribute your silence on the subject of
Mr. L——, the attorney, to the goodness of his cha-
racter ; because I believe you would otherwise, as far
as you could do so with discretion, interest yourself for
a poor, respectable clergyman, with a numerous and
increasing family. You have, I dare say, heard of the
event of my poor mother’s death, which has been cause
of great affliction to us all. May you very long be
preserved from a similar calamity !
“ Ever, dear Sir, yours sincerely,
“SypNEY SMiTH.”

Shortly after, allading to my grandmother Mrs.
Robert Smith’s death, my father writes to Mrs.
Beach :—“ Many thanks, my dear Madam, for your
friendly message. Every one must go to his grave with
his heart scarred like a soldier’s body,—sometimes a
parent, sometimes a child, a friend, a husband, or a
wife. Thus the bands of this life are gradually loosened,
and death at last is more welcome than the comfort-
less solitude of the world.”

On receiving the news of the madness of the King
in 1801, my father writes:—

“ What dreadful news, the madness of the King!
And if he recovers speedily, we shall hereafter be kept
in a constant state of alarm. However, I have lived
long enough to wait for misfortunes till they come,
without anticipating them. My poor father will, I
am sure, lose several ounces of flesh per diem. Ilc
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grows heavier and lighter with every post, and rises
and falls with the stocks.

“You do not say whether you have received the se-
cond volume of my lethargics, which I desired to be left
at the Kirbys’, in the Strand, for you. I wish I could
persuade you to favour me with your criticisms; but
that, I am afraid, is almost impossible. With my pre-
face I can hardly flatter myself you can agree; I have
some thoughts of pursuing the same subject in a
much longer essay.”

Speaking of his early domestic arrangements with
his young wife, my father writes to Mrs. Beach, who
always seems to have taken a most kind interest in
his household :—

“Mrs. Sydney is quite well, though a little too
much harassed by the fatigue of coming into a new
house. We have secured two good servants, a cook
and a housemaid, and are looking out for another.
We have both been very active, and are gradually
emerging into peace and order. William has taken
possession of his new apartments, and is, I think,
better accommodated than last year: he is perfectly
well, though I am afraid he finds Edinburgh just at
present a little dull, a fault which diminishes every
day.

“ We have been unpleasantly engaged for these two
or three days past in bidding adieu to some very plea-
sant families, who are quitting the place. All adieus
are melancholy; and principally, I believe, because they
put us in mind of the last of all adiens, when the
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apothecary, and the heir apparent, and the nurse who
weeps for pay, surround the bed; when the curate,
engaged to dine three miles off, mumbles hasty prayers;
when the dim eye closes for ever in the midst of empty
pill-boxes, gallipots, phials, and jugs of barley-water.
At that time,—a very distant one, I hope, my dear
Madam,—may the memory of good deeds support
you!”

In the present day it is curious to read a passage
like the following, written in 1801 :—“I am much
obliged to you for your intelligence about the King.
We are as ignorant of what happens in London as if
we were in heaven. I shall be obliged to you to send
me any news about him,—either true or false, I don’t
care which.”

About this period Lord Holland, with whom my
father had been slightly acquainted, wrote to ask if
he could recommend any clever young Scotch medi-
cal man to accompany him to Spain, where he was
going. My father had the pleasure of recommending
his friend Mr. Allen, whose high character and talents
were so valued at Holland House, that he never after
_ left it, but remained there even after Lord Holland’s
death, and died loved, honoured, and respected by the
whole of Lord Holland’s family.

As the time approached for the birth of his child,
my father constantly expressed his wish, first, that it
might be a daughter, and secondly, that she might be
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born with one eye, that he might never lose her. The
daughter came in due time, according to his wish,
but, unfortunately, with two eyes. However, in spite
of this unpropitious circumstance, she was very gra-
ciously received ; and the nurse, to her horror, during
five minutes’ absence, found he had stolen her from
the nursery a few hours after she was born, to intro-
duce her in triumph to Jeffrey and the future Edin-
burgh Reviewers. I find the arrival of his daughter
brought with it no little domestic trouble and anxiety
to my father. He writes to Mrs. Beach:—

“ Edinburgh, March, 1802.
-“My dear Madam,

“We have had a bad time of it in our nursery. Poor
Mrs. Sydney is almost as weak as she was ten days
after her lying-in, and is compelled to give up her
nursing—a great mortification to her, but a sacrifice
to absolute necessity. With a set of strange servants
and in a foreign land, I have been forced to be head
nurse and head everything ; and my variety of occupa-
tions have left me but little leisure for correspondence.
Thank God, my little girl, blessed apparently with an
excellent constitution, has defied all the bad effects
threatened by the mother’s weakness.

“William is going on, as usual, entirely to my sa-
tisfaction. He evinces a very considerable turn for
mathematics ; and above all, a steady, unshaken good
conduct in the midst of the liberty I have purposely
indulged him in. I have always said that the greatest
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object in education is to accustom a young man gra-
dually to be his own master. I was glad to understand
from you that Michael’s conduct has given you plea-
sure. He is a very honest, open-hearted young man,
and of a very affectionate disposition.

“Adieu, dear Madam | T often think with great kind-
ness of my friends at Netherhaven, and of their ancient
kindness to me in the days of my misery. Adieu!

“SYDNEY Smrta.”

Being now in possession of a daughter with two
eyes, it became necessary to give her a name; and
nobody would believe the meditations, the consulta-
tions, and the comical discussions he held on this im-
portant point. At last he determined to invent one,
and Saba was the result.

About - the period in which my father was engaged
in settling this important domestic point, he was like-
wise employed in arranging with Messrs. Jeffrey,
Brougham, Murray, and his other friends, the prelimi-
naries of that periodical which, under the name of the
¢ Edinburgh Review,’” has grown into such importance,
has produced such useful results, and has bestowed
on its chief contributors a European reputation.

He must state its origin and results :—* Towards
the end of my residence in Edinburgh, Brougham,
Jeffrey, and myself happened to meet in the eighth
or ninth story or flat in Buccleugh Place, the then
elevated residence of Mr. Jeffrey. I proposed that we
should set up a Review. This was acceded to with
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acclamation. I was appointed editor, and remained
long enough in Edinburgh to edit the first number
of the Review. The motto I proposed for the Review
was, ‘Tenui Musam meditamur avend’— We culti-
vate literature on a little oatmeal.” But this was too
near the truth to be admitted ; so we took our present
grave motto from Publius Syrus, of whom none of
us had, I am sure, read a single line; and so began
what has since turned out to be a very important and
able journal. When I left Edinburgh it fell into the
stronger hands of Lords Jeffrey and Brougham, and
reached the highest point of popularity and success.”*

“To appreciate the value of the Edinburgh Review,
the state of England at the period when that journal
began should be had in remembrance. The Catho-
lics were not emancipated. The Corporation and Test
Acts were unrepealed. The Game-laws were horribly
oppressive ; steel-traps and spring-guns were set all
over the country ; prisoners tried for their lives could
have no counsel. Lord Eldon and the Court of
Chancery pressed heavily on mankind. Libel was
punished by the most cruel and vindictive imprison-

* A distinguished periodical, speaking of the Edinburgh Review,
says :—*“The world will long look to this as to the opening of an
important era in English literary history ; for then, so to say, was
founded an empire of criticism, wider in its objects, more vigorous in
its provisions, more perfect in its administrative machinery, than
any of the dynasty which had flourished in the eighteenth century.
The cause of tolerance without licentiousness, and philanthropy
without cant, was substantially aided by its exertions and the atten-
tion they commanded. If the good done thereby should be appor-
tioned out, a large share would full to the Rev. Sydney Smith.”
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ments. The principles of political economy were little
understood.* The laws of debt and conspiracy were
upon the worst footing. The enormous wickedness of
the slave-trade was tolerated. A thousand evils were
in existence, which the talents of good and able men
have since lessened or removed ; and these efforts have
been not a little assisted by the honest boldness of
the Edinburgh Review.”

To estimate justly my father’s moral courage in pro-
jecting and contributing to such a Review, not only
the personal risk to which those who expressed liberal
opinions were exposed (of which nothing gives a more
vivid impression than the third volume of Mr. Fox’s
letters, just published) should be taken into consider-
ation, but his profession, and the corrupt state of that
profession at this period. As this is a subject of which
I am quite incompetent to speak, I shall quote a short
passage from a remarkable article on Church Parties
in the Edinburgh Review, which gives a very striking
description of it. “The thermometer of the Church
of England sank to its lowest point in the first thirty
years of George III. Unbelieving bishops, and a sloth-
ful clergy, had succeeded in driving from the Church
the faith and zeal of Methodism which Wesley had
organized within her pale. The spirit was expelled,
and the dregs remained. That was the age when

® «Tn a scarcity which occurred little more than twenty years
ago, every judge (except the Chancellor and Sergeant Runnington),
when they charged the Grand Jury, attributed the scarcity to the

combinations of the farmers. Such doctrines would not now be
tolerated in the mouth of a school-boy.”
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jobbery and corruption, long supreme in the State,
had triumphed over the virtue of the Church; when
the money-changers not only entered the temple, but
drove out the worshipers ; when ecclesiastical revenues
were monopolized by wealthy pluralists; when the
name of curate lost its legal meaning, and, instead of
denoting the incumbent of a living, came to signify
the deputy of an absentee.”

The Dean of St. Paul’s and others have spoken of
the remarkable increase in vigour of style and boldness
of illustration in my father’s writings as he advanced
in years; but I have seldom seen it noticed, except
in a very clever sketch of him written by some friend
soon after his death, that he had 7o youf% in his wri-
tings; no period of those crude, extravagant theore-
tical opinions, with which the French Revolution had
infected society to a degree of which we can hardly
now form any estimate; though it is alluded to in
almost every publication of the times.

A letter from Mr. Montagu to Mr. Mackintosh,
given in the Life of his father Sir James Mackintosh,
describes this vividly. “ At this time, the wild opi-
nions which prevailed at the commencement of the
French Revolution misled most of us who were not
as wise as your father, and he did not wholly escape
their fascinating influence. The prevalent doctrines
were, that man was so benevolent as to wish only the
happiness of his fellow-creatures, so intellectual as to
be able readily to discover what was best, and so far
above the power of temptation as never to be drawn
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by any allurements from the paths of virtue. Grati-
tude was said to be a vice, marriage an improper re-
straint, law an imposition, and lawyers aiders of fraud.
It is scarcely possible to conceive the extensive influ-
ence which these visions had on society.”

“Yet in the midst of this ”’ (continues the writer to
‘whom I have alluded) “ Sydney Smith showed, from
the outset, a singular union of courage and good sense,
without a tincture of the extravagance by which, in
so many young men of ability, they were at that time
accompanied. He did not hesitate to embrace and
avow a sound principle, however obnoxious; but nei-
ther enthusiasm nor party spirit could carry him a
hair’s-breadth beyond what his judgment approved.”

He seems to have discerned, in the first blush of
youth, that true liberty was never in such danger of
destruction as when seized by the rude hands of her
intemperate and unenlightened worshipers; and that
true religion was never in such peril of being- brought
into ridicule and contempt, as when disfigured by the
indiscreet zeal of ignorance and fanaticism. These
convictions will, I think, be seen to pervade all his
works, and even his correspondence ;—to have been
the great incentives under which he laboured to open
the eyes of our rulers, under which he endeavoured
to promote reforms at their legitimate source, and to
ward off those horrors which the long neglect of re-
form had so recently produced in France. Speaking
of reforms, in one of his early letters, he says :—* What
I want to see the State do, is to listen in these sad
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times to some of its numerous enemies. Why not do
something for the Catholics, and scratch them off the
list ? then the Dissenters, a mitigation of the Game-
laws, etc., anything that would show the Government
to the people in some other attitude than that of tax-
ing, punishing, and restraining.” And in the same
spirit he says, in one of the sermons he preached
during his residence in Edinburgh :—¢ In the name of
God, as you tremble at retributive justice; and in the
name of mankind, if mankind are dear to you; seek
not that easy and accursed fame which is gathered in
the work of revolutions; and deem it better to be for
ever unknown, than found a momentary name upon
the basis of anarchy and irreligion.”

It is curious, in going through his writings, to ob-
serve that there is scarcely any one principle he has
advocated, with the exception of the payment of the Ca-
tholic clergy, that has not been granted subsequently.
Justice, as my father says, after many throes and
struggles, and hard-fought battles, has at last been re-
luctantly conceded in the midst of fear and degrada-
tion, often when it was too late; which, had it been
yielded in times of peace and strength, would have
prevented many of the miseries the last forty years
have witnessed in Ireland, and the many turmoils
. that have at various times agitated this country, and
placed it on the verge of revolution. “In this way
peace was concluded with America, and emancipation
granted to the Catholics; and in this way the war of
complexion will be finished in the West Indies.” And
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again, he says :—“ Most of the concessions which have
been given to Ireland have been given in fear. Ire-
land would have been lost to this country, if the
British Legislature had not, with all the rapidity and
precipitation of the truest panic, passed those Acts
which Ireland did not ask, but demanded, in the
times of her armed association.” Yet now these mea-
sures are so confirmed by the general sanction of so-
ciety, that it seems almost trite and commonplace to
allude to them.

I shall leave my father to paint the fate of those
who ventured to maintain such opinions at the period
of which I am speaking.

“ From the beginning of the century (about which
time the Review began), to the death of Lord Liver-
pool, was an awful period for those who ventured to
maintain liberal opinions; and who were too honest
to sell them for the ermine of the judge, or the lawn
of the prelate. A long and hopeless career in your
profession, the chuckling grin of noodles, the sarcas-
tic leer of the genuine political rogue; prebendarics,
deans, bishops made over your head ; reverend rene-
gades advanced to the highest dignities of the Church,
for helping to rivet the fetters of Catholic and Protes-
tant Dissenters; and no more chance of a Whig ad-
ministration than of a thaw in Zembla. These were
the penalties exacted for liberality of opinion at that
period ; and not only was there no pay, but there were
many stripes.”

“1t is always considered a piece of impertinence in
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England if a man of less than two or three thousand
8 year has any opinions at all on important subjects ;
and in addition he was sure to be assailed with all the
Billingsgate of the French Revolution. Jacobin, le-
veller, atheist, Socinian, incendiary, regicide, were the
gentlest appellations used ; and any man who breathed
a syllable against the senseless bigotry of the two
Georges, or hinted at the abominable tyranny and
persecution exercised against Catholic Ireland, was
shunned as unfit for the relations of social life. Not
& murmur against any abuse was permitted. To say
a word against the suitorcide delays of the Court of
Chancery,* or the cruel punishments of the game-laws,
or against any abuse which a rich man inflicted and
a poor man suffered, was treason against the plousio-
cracy, and was bitterly and steadily resented. Lord
Grey had not then taken off the bearing-rein from the
English people, as Sir Francis Head has now done
from horses.”

My father speaks of himself as having a passionate
love of common justice and common sense. He says,

# He says, on this subject, in his speech on the Reform Bill :—
“ Look at the gigantic Brougham, sworn in at twelve, and before six
o'clock has a bill on the table abolishing the abuses of a court which
has been the curse of England for centuries. For twenty-five long
years did Lord Eldon sit in the court, surrounded with misery and
sorrow, which he never held up a finger to alleviate. The widow
and the orphan cried to him as vainly as the town-crier cries when
he offers a small reward for a full purse. The bankrupt of the court
became the lunatic of the court; estates mouldered away and man-
sions fell down, but the fees came in and all was well ; but in an in-

stant the iron mace of Brougham shivered to atoms this housc of
fraud and of delay.”
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speaking of justice, “ Truth is its handmaid, freedom
is its child, peace is its companion, safety walks in its
steps, victory follows in its train; it is the brightest
emanation from the Gospel, it is the greatest attribute
of God. It is that centre round which human motives
and passions turn; and justice, sitting on high, sees
genius, and power, and wealth, and birth revolving
round her throne, and teaches their paths, and marks
out their orbits, and warns with a loud voice, and rules
with a strong hand, and carries order and discipline
into a world which but for her would be a wild waste
of passions.”

Entering life then with these feelings, we shall, I
think, best find their fruits by following the efforts
of his pen through the greater part of his life in the
Edinburgh Review. I have been told that I ought to
give some analysis of them here. But they are now
before the public in such various forms, are so well
known, and, after various trials, I find them so much
injured by any attempt to condense them, that I shall
make his friend, Lord Monteagle, speak for me ; as he
states in a few lines what it would have cost me many
pages to tell. I shall therefore content myself with
shortly enumerating what were the subjects that occu-
pied my father’s thoughts and employed his pen dur-
ing so large a portion of his life ; a pen which, I think
I may venture to assert, was never sullied by private
passion or private interest, never degraded by an im-
pure er unworthy motive; and which, with all its un-

F2
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exampled powers of sarcasm, never wounded but for
the public good.

Lord Monteagle says :—* Looking at all he did, and
the way in which he did it, it must be an inexpressible
pleasure to all who knew, valued, and loved him, to
observe that there was scarcely one question in which
the moral, the intellectual, social, or even physical
well-being of his fellow-men were concerned, to the
advancement of which he has not endeavoured to con-
tribute.”

Some of his earliest efforts seem to have been di-
rected to subjects more immediately belonging to his
profession, such as the use and abuse of the pulpit
for political subjects, and the very inefficient state of
pulpit eloquence. He touches on clerical reforms ; he
endeavours to protect the curates and inferior clergy,
and to restrain the increasing power of the bishops;
or rather to define those powers by laws, not leaving
them dependent on the caprice of individual cha-
racter or prejudice, as they then were. Toleration,

Jfrom every motive, private, political, and religious, he
inculcates on all occasions and in every form; and,
as connected with and mainly depending on this,
no subject more earnestly or frequently occupied his
thoughts than the state of Ireland.

Education, as existing in this country in every class
and in both sexes, claimed his attention. The inju-
rious effects of Methodism and fanaticism on true re-
ligion in this country ; the infinite importance of cor-
recting vice in such a manner as should not produce
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hatred to virtue; the danger of religious wars, or of
the total loss of our Indian possessions from the inju-
dicious attempts at conversion by men totally unfitted
for so important a work ; the injuries we were inflict-
ing on some of our finest colonies by bad governors
and worse laws,—all these he describes and depre-
cates. He found in the cell of the lunatic chains,
darkness, terror, cruelty, everything that unrestrained
power and human passions could add of horror to .
that heaviest of God’s afflictions ; and he brought into
public notice the mild and humane treatment of the
Quakers and its beneficial effects. He examined the
state of our gaols; he read the reports of good and
laborious men who had dedicated much time and at-
tention to the subject, but men whom “the fat and
sleck people, the enjoyers, the mumpsimus, the well-
as-we-are people of the world,” had contrived to keep
down and hide from the public eye. He endeavoured
to convince the unsuspecting part of the world, that we
were paying and nourishing in every county of Eng-
land a public school for the instruction and encou-
ragement of profligacy and vice : no order, no division,
no public eye; the innocent with the guilty; youth
just tottering on the threshold of sin, living with and
learning from the most hardencd profligates; punish-
ments inflicted before trial at the caprice of the magis-
trate or governor ; and many other evils, moral as well
as physical, which it only wanted the public eyc and
public attention to correct and improve.

At a time when the greater part of the Bench,
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as well as the Bar, with some noble exceptions, were
opposed strongly to any change in our criminal pro-
cedure, he looked with horror at the scenes he wit-
nessed in our courts of law, and the judicial murders
that he felt must often occur under such a system;
and he pleaded the cause of the poor unprotected
prisoner in language so earnest and so forcible, that
it may, I hope, entitle him to share with his great
friends, Sir S. Romilly and Sir J. Mackintosh, the
merit of having aided in that work of mercy for which
they fought so long and so ably, and for which the
prisoner yet unborn may live to bless their names.

Though living in the midst of large landed pro-
prietors, all zealous in the preservation of their game,
" the cruelty, injustice, and increasing severity of the
Game-laws, and their oppressive and demoralizing
effects on the poor, frequently occupied his attention
and excited his most earnest opposition.* The per-
plexing, but, as he says, most trite of subjects, the
Poor-laws, occupied his thoughts ; though, I fear, with
as little result as has generally been produced by all
the thought that has been expended on this most diffi-
cult question.

“Thinking (as he says) the United States the most
magnificent picture of human happiness,” and feeling
the importance of the great political experiments that
were going on there, he endeavoured to bring for-
ward and attract public attention both to their merits

_* In the course of the preceding year no fewer than 12,000 per-
sons were committed for offences against the Game-laws.
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and defects ; urging America not to abuse the advan-
tages she possessed ; inciting Europe to profit by the
example she set ; and concluding by warning her, in a
well-known passage, against a taste for military glory.

These, I think, were amongst the most important
subjects he treated of ; but there were many others of
a lighter character, which he handled always with the
same objects in view—to promote truth and expose
evil. He leads us amusingly through the wanderings
of Waterton; he unmasks the mischievous sophistry
of Madame de Staél’s ¢ Delphine ;' he shows the com-
paratively innocuous effects which the plain, unvar-
nished exposure of vice in ¢ Anastasius’ was calculated
to produce ; he points out the truth of the social pic-
ture given in ‘Granby;’ he acts as middle-man to
Bentham ; he brings out to public notice, from the
mass of blue-books under which they were buried, all
the cruelties to which the poor climbing-boys were
exposed in sweeping chimneys; he points out the
utility of the Hamiltonian system in diminishing the
long and valuable period of time sacrificed in our
places of education to acquiring a knowledge of the
learned languages. 'There are some few others which
he has not republished, thinking them no longer of
any general interest.

I am anxious, in this sketch, not to be thought to
attribute an undue share of influence to my father’s
cfforts for the public good. It is often difficult to say
who gave the death-blow to an abuse ; and my father’s
blows, all will admit, were no light ones where they
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fel. Yet he was but one of the many wise men who
have used their talents for the benefit of their fellow-
creatures ; and many have devoted more time and at-
tention to these objects than he, from his position, was
enabled to do. But I think he has one peculiarity above
almost any writer of his day,—that of aftracting pub-
lic attention. He was born for a feacker of the people ;
and, as Lord Ashburton says in his striking address
to schoolmasters, “ I wish to familiarize to the young-
est amongst you this important truth, that no know-
ledge, however profound, can constitute a teacher. A
teacher must have knowledge, as an orator must have
knowledge, as a builder must have materials ; but as,
in choosing the builder of my house, I do not select
the man who has the most materials in his yard, but
T proceed to select him by reference to his skill, in-
genuity, and taste; so also, in testing an orator or a
teacher, I satisfy myself that they fulfil the compara-
tively easy condition of possessing sufficient materials
of knowledge with which to work; I look then to
those high and noble qualities which are the charac-
teristics of their peculiar calling. There were hun-
dreds at Athens who knew more than Demosthenes,
many more that knew more at Rome than Cicero, but
there was but one Demosthenes and one Cicero.” So
I think, though there are hundreds who have known
more, laboured more, thought more, in England, yet
in our day there was but one Sydney Smith.

He was a sort of rough-rider of a subject: some-
times originating, but more frequently taking up what
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others had for years been stating humbly, or timidly,
or obscurely, or lengthily, or imperfectly, or dully, to
the world; extracting at once its essence, unveiling
the motives of his opponents, and placing his case
clearly, concisely, simply, eloquently, boldly, brightly
before the public eye. Thus the subject became read,
thought of, discussed, and often acted upon by thou-
sands of persons, dispersed over various parts of the
world. This cannot have been without powerful influ-
ence on the opinions and conduct of society.

The peculiar talent possessed by my father is well
described in a sketch by a personal friend of consider-
able talent, printed at the time of his death.

“In fact, he had read much, and always with the
sincerest desire to arrive at truth; and if he lacked
that quality of intellect which is capable of imparting
original views on profound subjects, no man was ever
more successful in possessing himself of the results of
other men’s thoughts, and in diffusing them in a form
suited to the apprehension of ordinary readers. A
distinguished scholar now living, writing of Sydney
Smith to a friend in 1840, observes :—* Ridicule seems
to me to be admirably fitted to confound fools and to
destroy their prejudices. It is not needed in order to
recommend truth to wise men, and indeed, from its
generally dealing in exaggeration and slight misrepre-
sentation, is likely to offend them. It is his mastery
of ridicule which renders Sydney Smith so powerful
as a diffuser of ideas, for in order to diffuse widely it
is necessary to be able to address fools. His powers
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as a diffuser, as compared with the powers of a great
inventor, who was latterly altogether wenting in the
diffusing power, are well shown in his article on Ben-
tham’s Book of Fallacies; indeed, as a diffuser of the
good ideas of other men, I do not know whether he
ever had an equal.’ '

“ When the imaginative faculty was in question,
however, Sydney Smith was creative and original
enough, God knows. When in good spirits, the exu-
berance of his fancy showed itself in the most fan-
tastic images and most ingenious absurdities, till his
hearers and himself were at times fatigued with the
merriment they excited. He had the art, too, of
divesting personalities of vulgarity, and not unfre-
quently was the object of his wit seen to enjoy the
exercise of it quite as much as others; in fact, many
persons rather felt it as a compliment when Sydney
singled them out for sport.”

In another sketch of my father’s writings I have
met with this passage, which I think so just that I
shall insert it.

“ Few men could write with his disregard of com-
mon forms, and his perfect expression of individual
peculiarities, without falling into coarseness or buf-
foonery. The writings of Sydney are free from all-
vulgarities usual to the familiar writer. The great pe-
culiarity of his works is their singular blending of the
beautiful with the ludicrous, and this is the source of
his refinement. He is keen and personal, almost fierce
and merciless, in his attacks on public abuses ; he has
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no check on his humour from authority or conven-
tional forms, and yet he very rarely violates good taste ;
there is much good-humour in him in spite of his se-
verity : it would be difficult to point out the source of
this power of fascination, but it strikes us as being
different from anything else we have ever seen.”
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CHAPTER III.

BXTRACTS FROM LECTURES.—PREFACE TO SERMONS.~—ANALYSIS8 OF
S8ERMONS.—SERMON FOR THE BLIND.—RETURNS TO EDINBURGH.
=—TAKES PUPILS.—ILLNESS OF DAUGHTER.—MORAL COURAGEB.—
STUDIES MEDICINE AND MORAL PHILOSOPHY.

I BAVE endeavoured in the last Chapter (with as little
commentary as possible) to give a short sketch of the
most important subjects that occupied my father’s
thoughts, and employed his pen, during twenty-eight
years of his life, in the Edinburgh Review.

But to perform my task properly, I ought perhaps
to add some account of the subject-matter of his lec-
tures and sermons. The analysis of the former, if made
at all, must be done by an abler pen than mine. I shall
therefore content myself with two extracts only. The
first has often been quoted, not only for its beauty,
but as affording a specimen of the high moral tone
which pervades these lectures. The second was ex-
tracted by one of his earliest college associates (and,
I believe, now oldest friend alive), Mr. Duncan; and
sent to my mother, as giving what he thought the
best description of my father that has ever been
written. The first is from the Lecture ““ On the Con-
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duct of the Understanding ;” the second is from that
on “ Wit and Humour.”

“ Therefore, when I say, in conducting the under-
standing, love knowledge with a great love, with a
vehement love, with a love coeval with life, what do I
say but love innocence, love virtue, love purity of con-
duct, love that which, if you are rich and powerful,
will sanctify the blind fortune which has made you
so, and make men call it justice ? Love that which,
if you are poor, will render your poverty respectable,
and make the proudest feel it unjust to laugh at the
meanness of your fortunes. Love that which will
comfort and adorn you, and never quit you, which
will open to you the kingdom of thought, and all the
boundless regions of conception, as an asylum against
the cruelty, the injustice, and the pain that may be
your lot in this outward world ; that which will make
your motives habitually great and honourable, and
light up in an instant a thousand noble disdains at
the very thought of meanness and of fraud.

“ Therefore, if any young man has embarked his
life in the pursuit of knowledge, let him go on with-
out doubting or fearing the event; let him not be in-
timidated by the cheerless beginnings of knowledge,
by the darkness from which she springs, by the diffi-
culties which hover around her, by the wretched habi-
tation in which she dwells, by the want and sorrow
which sometimes journey in her train. But let him
ever follow her as an angel that guards him, and as



78 MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH.

the genius of his life. She will bring him out at last
into the light of day, and exhibit him to the world,
comprehensive in acquirements, fertile in resources,
rich in imagination, strong in reasoning, prudent and
powerful above his fellows in all the relations and in
all the offices of life.”

¢ The meaning of an extraordinary man is, that he
is eight men, not one man; that he has as much wit
as if he had no sense, and as much sense as if he had
no wit ; that his conduct is as judicious as if he were
the dullest of human beings, and his imagination as
brilliant as if he were irretrievably ruined. But when
wit is combined with sense and information; when it
is softened by benevolence and restrained by principle ;
when it is in the hands of a man who can use it and
despise it ; who can be witty and something more than
witty ; who loves humour, justice, decency, good na-
ture, morality, and religion ten thousand times better
than wit, wit is then a beautiful and delightful part of
our nature.

“ Genuine and innocent wit like this is surely the
flavour of the mind. Man could direct his ways by
plain reason, and support his life by tasteless food ;
but God has given us wit, and flavour, and bright-
ness, and laughter, and perfumes, to enliven the days
of man’s pilgrimage, and to charm his pained steps
over the burning marle.”

The character and design of his Sermons will per-
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haps be best explained by a short preface he published
as early as the year 1801, but never reprinted; ex-
plaining his reasons for the course he has taken; then
showing what that course has been, and giving a few
extracts from his sermons.

“ He who publishes sermons should explain whether
he publishes speeches, or essays, or what it is he does -
publish ; for metaphysical dissertations, theological po-
lemics, Scripture criticism, historical disquisition, and
moral and religious doctrine, and exhortation, are all
included under the appellation of sermons. Now
every work should be tried by the intentions with
which it was written. A moral sermon, delivered be-
fore a mixed audience of both sexes, would be very
bad, if it contained a profound analysis of human mo-
tives and actions; and such an analysis should never
be attempted before a mixed audience, because a con-
tinued attention to a difficult subject is a very rare
quality, which the habits of the mass of mankind can
never lead them to acquire. Before such an audience
all these sermons were delivered, and whoever does
me the honour of judging of them at all, will, I hope,
do me the justice of judging them with a relation to
this circumstance.

“The clergy have at all times complained of the
decay of piety, in language similar to that which they
now hold from the pulpit. The best way of bringing
this declamation to proof is to look into the inside of
our churches, and to remark how they are attended.
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In London, T dare say, there are full seven-tenths of
the whole population who hardly ever enter a place
of worship from one end of the year to the other. At
the fashionable end of the town the congregations are
almost wholly made up of ladies, and there is an ap-
pearance of listlessness, indifference, and impatience,
very little congenial to our theoretical ideas of a place
of worship. In the country villages half of the pa-
rishioners do not go to church at all, and almost all,
with the exception of the sick and old, are in a state
of wretched ignorance and indifference with regard to
all religious opinions whatever.

“The clergy of a district in the diocese of Lincoln
associated lately for the purpose of forming an esti-
mate of the state of religion within their own limits.
The amount of the population where the inquiry was
set on foot, was 15,042. It was found that the average
number of the ordinary congregations was 4933, and
of communicants at each sacrament 1808 ; so that not
one in three attended divine service, nor one in six of
the adults (who amounted to 11,282) partook of the
Sacrament.

“ Though other grave and important causes have
unquestionably contributed very largely to produce
this indifference, which is by no means necessarily
connected with infidelity, still, I am afraid, it must
in some little degree be attributed to our form of
worship, and to the clergy themselves.

“That the attention of the greater part of an au-
dience can be kept up, through many repetitions, in a
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service that lasts an hour and a half, or an hour and
three-quarters, 'is a3 much to be wished as it is to
be little expected. Piety, stretched beyond a certain
point, is the parent of impiety. By attempting to
keep up the fervour of devotion for so long a time,
we have thinned our churches, and driven away those
fluctuating, lukewarm Christians who will always out-
number the zealous and devout, and whom it should
be our first object to animate, allure, and fix.

“The English clergy, though upon the whole a very
learned, pious, moral, and decent body of men, are not
very remarkable for professional activity; and when
they have discharged the formal and exacted duties
of religion, are not very forward, by gratuitous inspec-
tion and remonstrance, to keep alive and diffuse a due
sense of religion in their parishioners.

“To these causes may be added the low state of
pulpit eloquence.

“ Preaching has become a bye-word for long and
dull conversation of any kind ; and whoever wishes to
imply, in any piece of writing, the absence of every-
thing agreeable and inviting, calls it a sermon.

“ One reason for this is the bad choice of subjects
for the pulpit. The clergy are allowed about twenty-
six hours every year for the instruction of their fellow-
creatures : and I cannot help thinking this short time
had better be employed on practical subjects, in ex-
plaining and enforcing that conduct which the spirit
of Christianity requires, and which mere worldly hap-
piness commonly coincides to recommend. These are

VOL. I. G
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the topics nearest the heart, which make us more fit
for this and a better world, and do all the good that
sermons ever will do. Critical explanations of difficult
passages of Scripture, dissertations on the doctrinal
and mysterious points of religion, learned investiga-
tions of the meaning and accomplishment of prophe-
cies, do well for publication, but are ungenial to the
habits and taste of a general audience. Of the highest
importance they are to those who can defend the faith
and study it profoundly ; but, God forbid it should be
necessary to be a scholar, or a eritic, in order to be a
Christian. To the multitude, whether elegant or vul-
gar, the result only of erudition, employed for the de-
fence of Christianity, can be of any consequence: with
the erudition itself they cannot meddle, and must be
fatiguld if they are doomed to hear it. In every con-
gregation there are a certain number whom principle,
old-age, or sickness, has rendered truly devout; but
in preaching, as in everything else, the greater num-
ber of instances constitute the rule, and the lesser the
exception.

“ A distinction is set up, with the usual inattention
to the meaning of words, between moral and religious
subjects of discourse; as if every moral subject must
not necessarily be a Christian subject. If Christianity
concern itself with our present, as well as our future
happiness, how can any virtue, or the doctrine which
inculcates it, be considered as foreign to our sacred
religion? Has our Saviour forbidden justice,—pro-
scribed mercy, benevolence, and good faith? or, when
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we state the more sublime motives for their cultiva-
tion, which we derive from revelation, why are we not
to display the temporal motives also, and to give soli-
dity to elevation by fixing piety upon interest ?

“There is a bad taste in the language of sermons
evinced by a constant repetition of the same scriptural
phrases, which perhaps were used with great judg-
ment two hundred years ago, but are now become so
trite that they may, without any great detriment, be
exchanged for others. ¢Putting off the old man—and
putting on the new man,” ‘The one thing needful,’
¢ The Lord hath set up his candlestick,” ‘ The armour
of righteousness,” etc. etc. etc. etc. The sacred Scrip-
tures are surely abundant enough to afford us the
same idea with some novelty of language: we can
never be driven, from the penury of these writings,
to wear and fritter their holy language into a perfect
cant, which passes through the ear without leaving
any impression.

“To this cause of the unpopularity of sermons may
be added the extremely ungraceful manner in which
they are delivered. The English, generally remark-
able for doing very good things in a very bad manner,
seem to have reserved the maturity and plenitude of
their awkwardness for the pulpit. A clergyman clings
to his velvet cushion with either hand, keeps his eye
riveted upon his book, speaks of the ecstasies of joy
and fear with a voice and a face which indicate nei-
ther, and pinions his body and soul into the same
attitude of limb and thought, for fear of being called

6 2
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theatrical and affected. The most intrepid veteran of
us all dares no more than wipe his face with his cam-
bric sudarium ; if, by mischance, his hand slip from
its orthodox gripe of the velvet, he draws it back as
from liquid brimstone, or the caustic iron of the law,
and atones for this indecorum by fresh inflexibility
and more rigorous sameness. Is it wonder, then, that
every semi-delirious sectary who pours forth his ani-
mated nonsense with the genuine look and voice of
passion should gesticulate away the congregation of
the most profound and learned divine of the Esta-
blished Church, and in two Sundays preach him bare
to the very sexton? Why are we natural everywhere
but in the pulpit? No man expresses warm and ani-
mated feelings anywhere else, with his mouth alone,
but with his whole body; he articulates with every
limb, and talks from head to foot with a thousand
voices. Why this holoplexia on sacred occasions
alone? Why call in the aid of paralysis to piety?
Is it a rule of oratory to balance the style against the
subject, and to handle the most sublime truths in the
_ dullest language and the driest manner? I sin to be
taken from men, as Eve was from Adam, by casting
them into a deep slumber? Or from what possible
perversion of common sense are we all to look like
field-preachers in Zembla, holy lumps of ice, numbed
into quiescence, and stagnation, and mumbling ?

“Tt is theatrical to use action, and it is Methodis-
tical to use action.

“ But we have cherished contempt for sectaries, and
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persevered in dignified tameness so long, that while
we are freezing common sense for large salaries in
stately churches, amidst whole acres and furlongs of
empty pews, the crowd are feasting on ungrammati-
cal fervour and illiterate animation in the crumbling
hovels of Methodists. 1If influence over the imagina-
tion can produce these powerful effects ; if this be the
chain by which the people are dragged captive at the
wheel of enthusiasm, why are we, who are rocked in
the cradle of ancient genius, who hold in one hand
the book of the wisdom of God, and in the other
grasp that eloquence which ruled the Pagan world,
why are we never to rouse, to appesl, to inflame, to
break through every barrier, up to the very haunts
and chambers of the soul? If the vilest interest
upon earth can daily call forth all the powers of the
mind, are we to harangue on public order and public
happiness, to picture a re-uniting world, a resurrection
of souls, a rekindling of ancient affections, the dying
day of heaven and of earth, and to unveil the throne
of God, with a wretched apathy which we neither feel
nor show in the most trifling concerns of life? This
surely can be neither decency nor piety, but ignorant
shame, boyish bashfulness, luxurious indolence, or
anything but propriety and sense. There is, I grant,
something discouraging at present to a man of sense
in the sarcastical phrase of popular preacher; but I
am not entirely without hope that the time may come
when energy in the pulpit will be no longer considered
as a mark of superficial understanding ; when anima-
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tion and affectation will be separated ; when churches
will cease (as Swift says) to be public dormitories;
and sleep be no longer looked upon as the most con-
venient vehicle of good sense.

- “I know well that out of ten thousand orators by
far the greater number must be bad, or none conld
be good; but by becoming sensible of the mischief
we have done, and are doing, we may all advance a
proportional step; the worst may become what the
best are, and the best better.

“There is always a want of grandeur in attributing
great events to little causes; but this is in some small
degree compensated for by truth. I am convinced we
should do no great injury to the cause of religion if
we remembered the old combination of are ef foct,
and kept our churches a little warmer. An experi-
enced clergyman can pretty well estimate the number
of his audience by the indications of a sensible ther-
mometer. The same blighting wind chills piety which
is fatal to vegetable life ; yet our power of encounter-
ing weather varies with the object of our hardihood ;
we are very Scythians when pleasure is concerned, and
Sybarites when the bell summons us to church.

“No reflecting man can ever wish to adulterate
manly piety (the parent of all that is good in the
world) with mummery and parade. But we are
strange, very strange creatures, and it is better per-
haps not to place too much confidence in our reason
alone. If anything, there is, perhaps, too little pomp
and ceremony in our worship, instead of too much.



MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH. 87

We quarrelled with the Roman Catholic church, in a
great hurry and a great passion, and furious with
spleen ; clothed ourselves with sackcloth, because she
was habited in brocade; rushing, like children, from
one extreme to another, and blind to all medium be-
tween complication and barrenness, formality and neg-
lect. I am very glad to‘find we are calling in more
and more the aid of music to our service. In Lon-
don, where it can be commanded, good music has a
prodigious effect in filling a church ; organs have been
put up in various churches in the country, and, as I
have been informed, with the best possible effect. Of
what value, it may be asked, are auditors who come
there from such motives? But our first business
seems to be, to bring them there from any motive
which is not undignified and ridiculous, and then to
];eep them there from a good one: those who come
for pleasure may remain for prayer.

“Pious and worthy clergymen are ever apt to ima-
gine that mankind are what they ought to be ; to mis-
take the duty for the fact; to suppose that religion
can never weary its votaries; that the same novelty
and ornament which are necessary to enforce every
temporal doctrine are wholly superfluous in religious
admonition ; and that the world at large consider re-
ligion as the most important of all concerns, merely
because it is so ; whereas, if we refer to facts, the very
reverse appears to be the case. Every consideration
influences the mind in a compound ratio of the im-
portance of the effects which it involves and their
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proximity. A man who was sure to die a death of
torture in ten years would think more of the most
trifling gratification or calamity of the day than of
his torn flesh and twisted nerves years hence. If we
were to read the gazette of a naval victory from the
pulpit, we should be dazzled with the eager eyes of
our audience; they would sit through an earthquake
to hear us. The cry of a child, the fall of a book, the
most trifling occurrence, is sufficient to dissipate reli-
gious thought, and to introduce a more willing train
of ideas; a sparrow fluttering about the church is
an antagonist which the most profound theologian in
Europe is wholly unable to overcome. A clergyman
has so little previous disposition to attention in his
favour, that, without the utmost efforts, he can nei-
ther excite it or preserve it when excited. It is his
business to awaken mankind by every means in his
power, and to show them their true interest. If he
despise energy of manner and labour of composition,
from a conviction that his audience are willing, and
that his subject alone will support him, he will only
add lethargy to languor, and confirm the drowsiness
of his hearers by becoming a great example of sleep
himself. .

“That many greater causes are at work to under-
mine religion I seriously believe ; but I shall probably
be laughed at when I say that warm churches, solemn
music, animated preaching upon practical subjects, and
a service some little abridged, would be no contempt-
ible seconds to the just, necessary, and innumerable

’A ¥
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invectives which have been levelled against Rousseau,
Voltaire, D’Alembert, and the whole pandemonium of
those martyrs to atheism who toiled with such labo-
rious malice, and suffered odium with such inflexible
profligacy, for the wretchedness and despair of their
fellow-creatures.

“1 have merely expressed what appears to me to
be the truth in these remarks. I hope I shall not
give offence ; I am sure I do not mean to doit. Some
allowance should be made for the severity of censure
when the provident satirist furnishes the raw material
for his own art, and commits every fault which he
blames.”

Entering on his ministry, then, with these views, we
shall, I think, find that my father’s religion is tinctured
~ in great measure by his character—it has nothing in-
tolerant, repulsive, or morose in his hands. He first
seeks to inspire the love of God by painting the world
overflowing with beauties of form, colour, sight, taste,
smell, feeling; the mind of man filled with genius,
fancy, wit, imagination, eloquence,—properties and
feelings totally unnecessary to the mere bare cold ex-
istence that might have been the lot of man, but be-
stowed upon him in such variety and profusion as al-
most baffles the comprehension, and shows the bound-
less love of the Creator in placing such happiness with-
in the reach of his creatures.

This feeling is evinced in the following passage taken
from a sermon on ‘ The Immortality of the Soul ;" and
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will be seen to pervade not only his sermons, but his
lectures, and even his reviews, wherever the subject
admits of any allusion to religion.

He says, speaking of the faculties of animals :— If
man, like these, had only talents to gather his support,
and defeat the hostile animals which surround him,
no hope of immortality could be gathered from a con-
dition like this; man would be of the earth, earthy ;
destined to live in the world with qualities fitted for
this world, and to all appearance limited to it. But
in speaking of the mind of man, we forget and we
pass over all those faculties which are sufficient for
the preservation of life. We do not wonder at man
because he is cunning in procuring food, but we are
amazed with the variety, the superfluity, the immen-
sity of human talents. We are astonished that he
should have found his way over the seas, and num-
bered the stars, and called by its name every earth,
and stone, and plant, and creeping reptile that the
Almighty has made. We see him gathered together in
great cities, guided by laws, disciplined by instruction,
softened by fine arts, and sanctified by solemn wor-
ship. We count over the pious spirits of the world,
the beautiful writers, the great statesmen, all who have
invented subtlely, who have thought deeply, who have
executed wisely : all these are proofs that we are des-
tined for a second life; and it is not possible to be-
lieve that this redundant vigour, this lavish and exces-
sive power, was given for the mere gathering of meat
and drink. If the only object is present existence,
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such faculties are cruel, are misplaced, are useless. They
all show us that there is something great awaiting us ;
that the soul is now young and infantine, springing
up into a more perfect life when the body falls into
dust.” '

On various occasions he dwells on the evidences of
the authenticity of the Christian religion. He says:
— T have selected this train of reasoning with some
care from the best writers in defence of Christianity,
because it is always right that a man should be able
to render a reason for the faith that is within him.”

In discoursing on these evidences, he enforces them
with all the powers with which he was endowed. Hav-
ing shown the authenticity of the religion he teaches,
he proceeds to inculcate in a variety of forms the most
important duties that religion enjoined : amongst these
he has dwelt on none more frequently than the pu-
rity and government of the heart,’ which, he says, «is
God’s, and to God it will return;” “it is the ark of
God.” *Is the passport to heaven written anywhere .
else than in a pure heart?”’ He shows how in this
respect the Christian differs from all spurious religions,
not contenting itself with ceremonies and outward
forms, but requiring thought, word, and deed.

“The beauty of the Christian religion is, that it
carries the order and discipline of heaven into our very
fancies and conceptions, and, by hallowing the first
shadowy notions of our minds from which actions
spring, makes our actions themselves good and holy.”

Toleration, long-suffering, and charity, he gathers
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from every page of the Gospel. ¢ The Church,” he
says, “must be distinguished from religion itself; we
might be Christians without any Established Church
at all, as some countries of the world are at this day.
A church establishment is only an instrument for
teaching religion, but an instrument of admirable con-
trivance and of vast utility. The Church of England
is the wisest and most enlightened sect of Christians ;
I think so, or I would not belong to it another hour.
But is it possible for me to believe that every Chris-
tian out of the pale of that Church will be consigned
after this life to the never-ending wrath of God? If
I were to preach such doctrines, who would hear me ?
Can I paint God as the protector of one Christian
creed, dead to all prayers, blind to all woes but ours ?
—God, whom the Indian Christian, whom the Ar-
menian Christian, whom the Greek Christian, whom
the Catholic, whom the Protestant, adore in a varied
manner, in another climate, with a fresh priest and
a changed creed. Are you and I to live again, and
are these Christians as well as us not to live again ?
Foolish, arrogant man has said this, but God has
never said this. He calls for the just in Christ. He
tells us that through that name He will reward every
good man, and accept every just action ; that.if you
take up the cross of Christ he will reward you for every
kind deed, repay you sevenfold for every example of
charity, carefully note and everlastingly recompense
the justice, the honour, the integrity, the benevolence
of your present life. And yet, though God is the God
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of all Christians, each says to the other, He is not your
God, but my God ; not the God of the just in Christ,
but the God of Calvin, the God of Luther, or the God
of the Papal Crown.”

“The true Christian, amid all the diversities of opi-
nion, searches for the holy in desire, for the good in
founcil, for the just in. works ; and he loves the good,
under whatever temple, at whatever altar he may find
them.” _

“If I have read well my Gospel, it is in such wise
we should imitate the patient forbearance of our com-
mon Father, who pities the frailties we do not pity,
who forgives the error we do not forgive, who maketh
His sun to rise on the evil and on the good, and
sendeth rain on the just and the unjust.”

He insists strongly on the vital importance of the
religious education of youth :—“ When you see a child
brought up in the way he should go, you see a good
of which you cannot measure the quantity, nor per-
ceive the end; it may be communicated to the chil-
dren’s children of that child. It may last for centu-
ries; it may be communicated to innumerable indi-
viduals. It may be planting a plant, and sowing a
seed, which may fill the land with the glorious increase
of righteousness, and bring upon us the blessings of
the Almighty.”

He then points out the true pleasures, the use and
the abuse, of youth; the preparations for age; the
warnings sent by a merciful God; the utility of me-
ditation on death; the worthlessness of this world
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but as a stepping-stone to a better. And thus, whilst
raising the mind from earth to heaven, and urging, as
he says, “nothing foolish, nothing romantic, nothing
bordering on ridicule or enthusiasm,” he inculcates
a recollection that there are really and truly things
above this world, and coming after this world, and
better than this world. He exhorts us to live ag
others live, and do as others do, but at the same time
to live to higher purposes than others live, and do
greater and better actions than others do. He then
enters into the detail of those virtues, and the attack
on those vices, which the wisdom of God has either
commanded or forbidden for the happiness of man.

This, I believe, will be found to be an accurate
analysis of the use he made of his ministry. Few
extracts have been made, from the difficulty of selec-
tion ; but I may venture to say that those who will
seek, and select for themselves, will not be unre-
warded.

As however my opinion can hardly be considered
an impartial one, I may be allowed to quote two or
three extracts from publications, after his death, in
confirmation of it. “In a literary point of view,”
says one writer, “these sermons stand alone among
modern pulpit discourses; they have not the theo-
logical learning which distinguishes some, or the
mystical eloquence that gives character to the out-
pourings of the present Bishop of Oxford; but how
full of freshness and life they are! There is nothing
of compilation or imitation in them ; the writer has



MEMOIR OF THE REV. SYDNEY SMITH. 96

not consulted other divines for topics and ideas, but,
selecting his text, he has treated it from the stores of
his own mind, exhibiting his own view on questions
of doctrine, and illustrating matters of practice from
his own observation and experience of mankind, and
it bears the strong impress which vigorous life always
imparts.”

" Another says :—* Christianity was not a dogma with'
Sydney Smith, it was a practical and most beneficent
creed ; it was the rule of action to his life. The volume
contains not a thought or opinion at war with Chris-
tian charity.”

And again, one says :—* But how beautiful were the
serious moods of Sydney Smith! What a fine fulness
and solidity they had ; drawn from the strength and
justice which we believe to have been the ruling sense
of his mind, and tempered with the warmth of charac-
ter, of which no man had a larger share. What a pic-
ture is that in one of his sermons, where he describes
the village school, and the tattered scholars, and the
aged, poverty-stricken master, teaching the mechanical
art of reading or writing, and thinking he was teach-
ing that alone, while in truth he was protecting life,
insuring property, fencing the altar, guarding the
throne, giving space and liberty to all the fine powers
of man, and lifting him up to his own place in the
order of creation !”

I shall content myself with but one more extract,
from his Charity Sermon in behalf of the Blind, as it
was the one which elicited the splendid eulogium from
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Mr. Dugald Stewart, to which I have alluded else-
where.

“The author of the book of Ecclesiastes has told
us ‘ that the light is sweet, that it is a pleasant thing
for the eyes to behold the sun.’” The sense of sight
is indeed the highest bodily privilege, the purest phy-
sical pleasure, which man has derived from his Creator.
To see that wandering fire, after he has finished his
journey through the nations, coming back to his east-
ern heavens, the mountains painted with light, the
floating splendour of the sea, the earth waking from
deep slumber, the day flowing down the sides of the
hills till it reaches the secret valleys, the little insect
recalled to life, the bird trying her wings, man going
forth to his labour,—each created being moving, think-
ing, acting, contriving, according to the scheme and
compass of its nature, by force, by cunning, by rea-
son, by necessity. Is it possible to joy in this anima-
ted scene, and feel no pity for the sons of darkness?
for the eyes that will never see light? for the poor
clouded in everlasting gloom? If you ask me why
they are miserable and dejected, I turn you to the
plentiful valleys ; to the fields now bringing forth their
increase ; to the freshness and the flowers of the earth;
to the endless variety of its colours ; to the grace, the
symmetry, the shape of all it cherishes and all it
bears ; these you have forgotten, because you have al-
ways enjoyed them : but these are the means by which
God Almighty makes man what he is—cheerful, lively,
erect, full of enterprise, mutable, glancing from heaven
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to earth, prone to labour and to act. Why was not
the earth left without form and void? Why was not
~ darkness suffered to remain on the face of the deep?

Why did God place lights in the firmament, for days,
for seasons, for signs, and for years? That He might
make man the happiest of created beings; that He
might give to this his favourite creation a wider scope,
a more permanent duration, a richer diversity of joy.
This is the reason why the blind are miserable and de-
jected—because their soul is mutilated, and dismem-
bered of its best sense,—because they are a laughter
and a ruin, and the boys of the streets mock at their
stumbling feet.

“Therefore, I implore you, by the son of David, have
mercy on the blind. If there is not pity for all sor-
rows, turn the full and perfect man to meet the incle-
mency of fate ; let not those who have never tasted
the pleasures of existence be assailed by any of its
sorrows ; the eyes which are never gladdened by light
should never stream with tears.

“ How merciful our blessed Saviour was wont to
show himself to their afflictions! Blind Bartimeus
sat by the wayside begging ; and as the crowd passed
by, he cried with a loud voice, ¢ Thou Son of David,
have mercy upon me!’ Jesus stopped the multitude,
and before them all restored to him his sight. The
first thing that he saw, who never saw before, was the
Son of his God! These blind people, like Bartimeus,
will never see, till they behold their Redeemer on the
last day : not as He then was, in his earthly shape, but

VOL. I. H
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girded by all the host of heaven,—the Judge of na-
tions, the everlasting Counsellor, the Prince of peace.
At that hour this heaven and earth will pass away, and
all things melt with fervent heat: but in the wreck of
worlds no tittle of mercy shall perish, and the deeds of
the just shall be recorded in the mind of God.”

In giving this little sketch of his writings, I have
somewhat anticipated in my narrative, and must return
to my father’s residence in Edinburgh. Mr. Beach
had requested him to receive his second son under
his charge, and at the same time Mr. Gordon, of Ellon
Castle, was entrusted to his care by his guardians.

For the care of each of these young men he re-
ceived £400, the highest sum which had been then
given to any one but Mr. Dugald Stewart. He fully
justified the trust reposed in him ; he lived with them
as a father and a friend. They are both still alive, and
both, I believe, retain warm feelings of love and re-
spect for the memory of their former Mentor ; indeed,
one of them always evinced a truly filial affection to-
wards him.

On one occasion he was much amused by the com-
plaints made by his young friends of the difficulty of
finding conversation for their partners in the two balls
a week which he allowed them during the season.
“Oh,” said he, “I’ll fit you up in five minutes: I’ll
write you some conversations, and you will be consi-
dered the two most agreeable young men in Edin-
burgh.” Pen and ink were brought, the conversa-
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tions—numbers one, two, and three—written down
amidst fits of laughter. Each youth chose his conver-
sation; and it would be difficult to say who was the
most amused, the writer, the speaker, or the hearer,
by this novel expedient.

During his residence in Edinburgh, though without
any clerical duties of his own, my father not unfre-
quently preached in the Episcopal church, then served
by Bishop Sandford ; and I believe the earliest of the
charity sermons he has preached (of which there are
several very touching ones amongst those which have
been published) was for the Lying-in Hospital. The
singular custom which was then always observed, of
delivering these sermons at night, seems to have given
occasion to a striking passage in it.

A few months after the birth of his daughter, he
went in the summer for a short time to Burnt Island,
" a small sea-bathing place at no great distance from
Edinburgh, for the recovery of my mother’s health.
From hence he writes :—

“ Sunday, July, 1802.
“My dear Madam,

“I cannot remain a single day without thanking
you for your kind letter. The interpretation you put
on Mrs. Smith’s illness originated, I am sure, in your
goodness of heart, and in that spirit of kindness with
which I have always been treated by you; but I can
assure you most sincerely, it is not just. Mrs. Sydney
is as cheerful and as happy as it is possible for a

H 2
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woman to be who is suffering from great bodily weak
ness ; and even this cause of her suffering, thank God,
is considerably diminished since I wrote to you last,
as she has already derived much advantage from her
short residence here.

“ Nothing can be more delightful than the situation
in which we are placed; and you would laugh to see
the various contrivances to which we have had re-
course to make our cabin comfortable. Our meat-
larder is a hamper, and hung to a beam ; Mrs. Smith’s
dressing-table a herring-barrel ; her bell a pair of tongs
tied to a rope, passed through the door. The books are
kept in the corner cupboard with the yellow pickles ;
and all sorts of articles for the brains and the stomach,
hard and soft, sweet and sour, corruptible and incor-
ruptible, are huddled together. There is a very snug
corner left for William, and he will be extremely
pleased with this place.

« Little Saba is really a charming child, and I have
discovered in her all the virtues you suppose me to
have done.

“God bless you, dear Madam! and believe me
yours ever, :

“SypNEY SmITR.”

Here, but for his courage and firmness, he would
have lost his long-wished-for daughter, in a way he
had not at all anticipated. When only six months
old she fell ill of the croup, with such fearful violence,
that it defied all the remedies employed by the best
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medical man there. The danger increased with every
hour. Dr. Hamilton, then one of the most eminent
medical men in Edinburgh, was sent for, could not
come, but said, “ Persevere in giving two grains of ca-
lomel every hour; I never knew it fail.” It was given
for eleven hours ; the child grew worse and worse ; the
medical man in attendance then said, “I dare give no
more; I can do no more, the child must die, but at
this age I would not venture to give more to my own
child.” “You,” said my father, “ can do no more ; Ha-
milton says, Persevere ; I will take the responsibility,
I will give it to her myself.” He gave it, and the
child was saved.

In his account of this attack, to his friend Mrs.
Beach, my father says :—

‘“ Mrs. Smith is much better, and my little girl per-
fectly recovered from a severe attack of the croup.
By the bye, it may be worth while to inform you that
she was saved from this fatal and rapid disease by
taking two grains of calomel every hour till the symp-
toms subsided, and then gradually lessening the doses ;
so that she took in twenty-four hours thirty-two grains,
besides bleeding and blistering and emetics; and is
not yet six months old.”

Another instance of his moral courage and presence
of mind occurred in after-life. He was accidentally at
the house of a near relation soon after her confinement,
who was suddenly seized by a most alarming attack.
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Her husband was from home; the very eminent me-
dical man who attended her was absent, and all the
others sent to in this moment of distress were out also.
At last, a young medical man was brought, who de-
clared the danger to be imminent ; that if the patient
were a pauper, he would bleed her instantly, which
would probably save her life: he feared, however, to
interfere in a case attended by so eminent a man; as,
if he failed, he should be ruined. My father’s medi-
cal knowledge confirming this opinion, he determined
to take the whole responsibility upon himself, and
insisted on the patient being bled before he left the
house. Relief was immediate, and, by the time the
husband returned, the sufferer was safe.

At the end of the autumn he returned again to
Edinburgh for the winter, and his time there was di-
vided between his pupils; the Edinburgh Review, to
which he was at that period not only contributor, but
editor ; the enjoyment of the choicest society that was
to be found anywhere out of London; and the study
of medicine, anatomy, and moral philosophy. He was
a constant attendant on the admirable lectures of Mr.
Dugald Stewart, in the University of Edinburgh, with
whom he lived in habits of almost daily communica-
tion ; as also with that remarkable man, Dr. Thomas
Brown, who succeeded Mr. Stewart in the Professor’s
chair of Moral Philosophy, and from whom he im-
bibed a keen love of the subjects connected with that
science.

Medicine and anatomy had always been favourite
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pursuits of my father’s, even when at Oxford. He
bestowed so much attention indeed on the study of
the former under Sir Christopher Pegge, that the Pro-
fessor much wished him to become a physician. Feel-
ing now that such knowledge might be of great use
in his future destination, the Church, he pursued it
with ardour, and attended the Clinical Lectures at the
hospitals in Edinburgh, given by Dr. Gregory. He
thus obtained a degree of knowledge that enabled him
afterwards to be of great service to the poor of his
parish, who entirely depended on him for assistance;
and to become the favourite doctor of his own family,
who rarely summoned any other medical man to their
aid. I have the authority of my husband, Sir Henry
Holland (who had very frequent opportunities of ob-
serving his practice, and ascertaining his knowledge
of medicine), for saying, that both his judgment and
knowledge were very remarkable; and used with the
same prudence and good sense which he exercised
on all other subjects.
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My father, in 1808, having finished the education of
his other pupil, Mr. Gordon, was requested by Mr.
Beach to remain a year longer in Edinburgh with his
son William; but thinking this plan injurious both
to his young friend and himself, he felt it his duty to
decline it, and to resolve upon some course of life
which might secure to himself a permanent indepen-
dence ; and therefore addressed the following letter to
Mrs. Beach on the subject : —

¢ Edinburgh, January, 1808.
“ My dear Madam,
“Your son has communicated to me the very flat-
tering request of Mr. Beach and yourself, that I should
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continue here another year; and it is a matter of real
regret to me that I should be compelled to decline
any proposal which it would give you pleasure that I
should accept. I have one child, and I expect an-
other: it is absolutely my duty that I should make
some exertion for their future support. The salary
you give is liberal ; I live here in ease and abundance;
but a situation in this country leads to nothing. I
have to begin the world, at the end of three years, at
the very same point where I set out from ; it would be
" the same at the end of ten. I should return to London,
my friends and connections mouldered away, my re-
lations gone and dispersed ; and myself about to begin
to do at the age of forty, what I ought to have begun
%o do at the age of twenty-five.

“That my connection with William did not end
two years ago I most heartily rejoice; for after the
kindness you and Mr. B. showed to me during my re-
sidence in Netherhaven, I should ever have reproached
myself as the most ungrateful of human beings. That
kindness I shall never forget; and I shall quit this
eountry with a very large balance of obligation on my
side, which I shall always be proud to acknowledge.
But I could not hold myself justified to my wife and
family if I were to sacrifice, any longer, to the love of
present ease, those exertions which every man is bound
to make for the improvement of his situation.

“ After all, my dear Madam, are you doing right
in keeping William any longer from the University?
Are you not listening rather to your affection, than
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your reason? One of the great objects of education,
is to acoustom a young man gradually to become his
own master. If a young man of William’s great good
sense cannot meet the little world of a University at
twenty years of age, he cannot meet the great world
at any age. It is in vain to tremble at the risk; all
life is a constant risk of doing wrong. To accustom
men to great risks, you most expose them, when boys,
to lesser risks. If you attempt to avoid all risks, you
do an injury infinitely greater than any you shun.
“You will, I am sure, be obliged to me for speak-
ing my opinion thus freely; and if I understand you
both aright, I am equally sure that I shall not have
offended you by fairly laying open to you those mo-
tives which have induced me to decline an offer that
I received with the greatest pleasure, as a proof of

your continued good opinion.
“ SYDNEY SMITH.”

On being asked to recommend some books to
Miss B to purchase :—

“Sir Joshua Reynolds’s Lectures. Mitford’s His-
tory of Greece. Orme’s History of Hindostan. Ver-
tot’s Revolutions of Portugal and Sweden. Bossuet’s
Oraisons Funebres. Petit Caréme de Massillon. Se-
lect Sermons of Dr. Barrow. Burke’s Settlement of
the English Colonies in America. Alison on Taste.

“The first book, though written on painting, full of
all wisdom. The second, a good history. The third
highly entertaining, with ditto. The fifth, a splendid
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example of sound eloquence. The sixth, piety, pure
language, fine style. The seventh, lofty eloquence.
The eighth, neat and philosophical. The ninth, feel-
ing and eloquence. Here, I think, is as much wisdom
as you can get for eight guineas. But remember to
consult your family physician, your mother. I only
know the general powers of these medicines ; but she
will determine their adaptation to your particular con-
stitution.
“Yours, dear Miss B——, very sincerely,
“SYpNEY SMITH.”

He was most reluctant to quit Edinburgh, where he
had many valuable friends and was much sought after ;
and where his name would have probably continued
to procure him pupils.

My mother however was more ambitious for him
than he was for himself ; and feeling that he was meant
for better and higher things, and that his talents were
worthy of a more extensive sphere, she used all her
influence to induce him to seek it where alone it was
to be found. After much deliberation, and feeling that,
having embraced the Church as a profession, he ought
to adhere to it, he determined to yield to her wishes,
plunge at once into London, and endeavour to make
known, where they were most likely to be appreciated,
such talents as he possessed. He therefore broke up
his camp in Edinburgh, much to his own and his
friends’ regret, and established himself in London in
the year 1803.
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On his first arrival there, he took a small house in
Doughty-street, Russell-square, attracted thither by
the legal society which then resided in that part of
Londom, and of which he was always very fond.

This removal to London turned out to be the wisest
step my father could have taken. Yet, friendless as
he then was, and obnoxious to Government as he had
become by his principles and writings, and without
any obvious means of increasing his income, it was
not carried through without considerable anxiety and
a severe and courageous struggle with poverty; and,
to add to his difficulties and anxieties, soon after his
arrival in town his family was increased by the birth
of his eldest son, Douglas.

‘My grandmother, Mrs. Pybus, whose death, as has
been mentioned, took place shortly before my father
quitted Edinburgh, had left my mother her own and
her eldest daughter’s (Lady Fletcher’s) jewels, which
were of some value. My mother, feeling that such
ornaments were unbecoming in her present position,
insisted upon their being sold as soon as they came
to London ; and she describes my father’s *“ comical
anxiety lest mankind should recover from their illu-
sion, and cease to value such glittering baubles be-
fore they could be sold.” The negotiation begun with
the jeweller, Sydney was not easy till it was accom-
plished ; and even then, she says, she does not think
he was quite easy in his mind at having helped to
continue the illusion by accepting so large a price for
them.
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Soon after settling in his little house in Doughty-
street, my father appears to have received a very liberal
offer from Mr. Beach, to which the following letter was
the answer; and it is pleasant to be able to record
such sentiments mutually existing after so close and
trying a connection between them, of six years’ dura-
tion. '

¢ Doughty-street, August, 1803.
“ My dear Sir,

“You will excuse me for being particular about
trifles, but the interest of the small sum left in your
hands MusT be four, and not five per cent. You say,
¢ Be assured I never thought of keeping your money
in my hands without paying you five per cent. for it.’
I should, my dear Sir, have been acquainted with you
for six years to very little purpose if I could have sup-
posed you had entertained any such thought. I am
very sure you had rather give me ten per cent. than
one per cent. for my money. I will do you the jus-
tice to say, that in all transactions which respect pro-
perty I have uniformly found and seen you desirous
that the advantage should be against you rather than
for you ; and I have never seen you so desirous of re-
linquishing advantages as when it was not in your
power, from the situation of the other party, to obtain
them.

“ T have found out an excellent successor to Ceesar,*
—a young puppy, that will, I think, be larger than
that sagacious favourite. Discuss with Mrs. Beach

* A magnificent Newfoundland dog.
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whether you will accept of him, and let us know when
we come.
“SyYpNEY SMITH.”

Of the early part of his career in London I of course
know nothing, and recollect hearing but little. He early
formed the acquaintance, and obtained the friendship,
of several eminent lawyers then living in that neigh-
bourhood. The most distinguished of these were Sir
S. Romilly, Mr. Scarlett (afterwards Lord Abinger),
and Sir J. Mackintosh. To these may be added Dr.
Marcet, M. Dumont, Mr. Whishaw, Lord Dudley (then
Mr. Ward), Mr. Sharpe, Mr. Rogers, Mr. Luttrell, and
Mr. Tenant. The latter, under the most uncouth ap-
pearance, combined such simplicity, warmth of heart,
and varied knowledge, as made him a general favourite
in this little circle. The mysteries of his ménage often
afforded great amusement to his friends. He lived in
a small lodging, and his establishment consisted solely
of an old black servant, who tyrannized over him in
no small degree, called Dominique. He was overheard
one morning calling from his bed, “ Dominique! Do-
minique !’ but no Dominique appeared. “ Why don’t
you bring me my stockings, Dominique?” * Can’t
come, massa.” “ Why can’t you come, Dominique ?”’
“ Can’t come, massa, I 'm dronke.”” Mr. Tenant, who
probably though it a law of nature that Dominique
should be drunk, for he was seldom otherwise, sub-
mitted with the greatest meekness.

My father also became acquainted with some of
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the French emigrants, of whom there were many at
this time resident in London and its neighbourhood ;
amongst these, some, from their cultivation and the
refinement of their manners, became very agreeable
additions to his society. Of these, I remember a
M. Dutens,* and a charming old Abbé, who became
quite one of the family. I can recall his pale, mild
face, his thin figure, smart shoe-buckles, little cane, and
snuff-box, though I forget his name. He was bent on
inventing a universal language ; and used in his sim-
plicity constantly to come and consult my father, who,
much amused ‘by his project, suggested a few gramma-
tical difficulties from time to time. The poor old Abbé,

out of all patience, at last exclaimed, ¢ Oh non, mon-
" sieur, ce sont I des bagatelles! La seule difficulté
que je trouve c’est de faire agir tous les rois d’Europe
au méme instant.” My father admitted that this was a
slight difficulty ; but we left London, or the old Abbé
left England, before he had solved it.

In the following letter my father speaks of the
illness of an infant son, who died shortly after, and
whose death is touchingly alluded to in some of the
letters to Jeffrey.

“ Doughty-street, October 8, 1803.
“ My dear Madam,

] promised I would let you know the issue of my
little boy’s illness, because, having mentioned his ill-
ness as a reason why I could not meet Mr. Beach and

* Author of  Mémuires d'un Voyageur qui se repose.’
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William at Oxford, I was sure you would have the kind-
ness to interest yourself in the event. On Tuesday he
had two fits, and on Thursday night eight ; last night
he escaped ; today is much better, and I think is al-
most out of danger. You will think my apology good
enough for not meeting Mr. Beach at Oxford, which,
but for this accident, I certainly should. I am very
sure, my dear Madam, you would be glad to see us;
and in future times of prosperity and peace I hope we
shall pass some happy hours together.

“I beg leave to differ from you respecting the
danger incurred by William ;—not to flatter you into
a security which you ought not to enjoy, but ta
banish the notion of a risk to which you are not ex-
posed. All young men who begin to manage them-
selves may possibly manage themselves badly; but I
never saw & young man for whose safety I should be
under less apprehensions. He is prudent, calm, not
apt to contract sudden friendships, and of a very ex-
cellent understanding. From what points of his cha-
racter you derive your fears for his conduct I cannot
conceive ; nor can I in any degree subscribe to your
opinion that a University life is more pregnant with
danger to a character such as his than to that of his
elder brother.

“] shall be extremely happy to keep up my corre-
spondence with William, and I wish him well most
affectionately and sincerely. If any little suggestions
of mine can be of service, I will not fail to. make
them; but you are well aware that all advice is a
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mere feather in the scale, and that it rests upon him-
self to take his place in society.
“SYDNEY SMITH.”

My father says, speaking of his prospects in Lon-
don :